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INTRODUCTION 


A BELECTioN from Victor Huiro b voluDunoud poetry claims a‘ platM: 
ot‘ right in any library wlncb essays to be representative of 
literature. A few of tlie iimiii facts in his life may hero be recounted, 
for the sake of tliose who have not read longer monographs like 
those of Mr. Marzials and Mr. Barnett Smith, lie was born at 
Besan^on in Eastern France on the 26th February, 1802, his 
•father being a French officer who, later, became a general, his 
mother the daughter of a shipowner at Nantes. He was a pmiy 
infant, and while gaining strength was carried to Marseilles, 
Corsica, and Elba, as his father’s stations were changed. In 
1805-7, the child was in Paris ; in 1807 he was taken to Avellino 
in southern Italy ; in 1808 ho returned to Paris, and hia education 
l>egaii in a humble day school. In 1811, when the family went to 
Madrid, he was sent to a moukish school there. In 1812 there 
\vas again a return to J’aris. In 1814 Victor and his brother 
Eugkie were %ent to a school kept hy Decotte and (Jordicr, an 
unfrocked priest and a great admirer of Kousseau, and here Victor 
became a leader of the boys. He wrote much verse of all kinds 
during these school days. In 1818 he went back*to live with his 
mother, and in 1819 woif two prices for poetry at the ** Floral 
Games” of Toulouse. In December of that year he started a 
paper, the ‘^Conservateur Litt^Jrairc," with his eldest brother A!)cl ; 
it lasted till March, 1821, and Victor wrote at least two-thirds 
it, in all kinds of literary forma. In Jane, 1821, his mother died. 
In 1822 he published his first volume of Odes, mainly classical in 
tone and style. He had already fallen in love with Adcde F ouchcr, 
daughter of an old friend of his father. In Septemijer, 1822, Louis 
XVII(. gave the young poet, who bad written some gushing lloyalist 
odes, a pension of 1,000 francs, and on the 12th October, 1822, the 
young couple married, but their life was not happy all through. 
A certain Madame Diooet, an actress and a very beautiful woman, 
became, it is well known, the more intense helper of his genius, 
his fiesitrioc^ the iospircs; of much of bis poetiy, the daily com- 
panion of his falter years. 
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It would bo tedious to give here a list of Hugo’s workii. His 
fame rests most securely, perhaps, upon his great novels, “Notre 
Darne do Paris" (1631), and “Les Misdrables "(1862), Of his 
ntimerous tragedies, we he^e present two of the most remarkable, 

“ Hcn>atii " (1830) and ** Le Roi s’Arnuse ” (1832). “ Hemani," first 
brought out on February 25ih, 1830, with the famous Madilc. 
Mars as Donna Sol, was a great success, and tho right to publish 
it was bought up by an eager publisher before the performance 
concluded. Yet it hod much opposition to encounter ; but its 
Buccess was stich as to lead to the composition of a number of 
otiiers, among them “ Le Roi s’ Amuse," which being regarded as a 
reflection on Royalty, was suppressed after a single performance. 
Tt has often been performed since ; but it is not on his tragedies 
tliat Hugo’s fame is most enduringly built. 

In 1841, he was elected to the French Academy, after three 
rejections. In 184e5, he was made a peer of France by Louis 
Piiilippo. His politics before this time had changed from Con- 
servative to Liberal, and he became uiore prominently Radical as 
he grow older. In 1848, he was elected to tho Constituent 
Assembly as a Republican, but still a Conservative Republican. 
At first, be supported tho candidature of Louis Napoleon for the 
Presidency, but when he saw that his policy tended to personal^" 
Despotism, he gradually became his violent opponent, speaking 
powerfully against him, and using extravagantly passionate 
language, which helped to make Najioleon’s Coup d’Etat possible. 
When tho 2nd of December, 1851, arrived, Hugo it first sought 
to rouse resistance, but soon perceiving its futility, and being in 
personal danger, he succeeded iu escaping to Brussels in disguise, 
'fhere he wrote the burning “ Histoire d’un Crime,” not published 
till 1877, >vhioh depicts iu the most gfapbic style what he had 
seen and felt about the rise of the now Emperor ; and also bis 
“Napoleon the Little," published in 1852, which led to his being 
expelled from Rolgium, who.se ruler desired to keep on good terms 
with the French ruler. Hugo took refbge in Jereey, till in 1834-5, 
having written iu a tone of asperity about Queen Victoria’s 
alliauoe with Napoleon, he found it necessary to remove to 
Guernsey, where in Hautoville House the poet lived happily until 
his return to Paris in 1870, after S^n. Here bo stirred the 
people with his eneigetic words, and took his place as the 
honoured patriarch of hia people. When he died in Paris, on May 
22nd, 1885, all France mourned, and the civilised world sympath- 
ised. His last speoial exprmon of his views declared his desire 
to be oarried to the giavein the bearaeof the poor. He wrote : — 
** I refuse the prayers of all churches. I ask a prayer frem eveiy 
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human soul. I believe in Gk)d.” He was buried in the Pantheon 
at Paris, on June Ist 

Although critics are continually asking, “ Where are the Poets 
of tlie People]” and ascribing to the jintroduction of the French 
spirit into our modern poetry, the dilettantism which is so marked 
a characteristic of many Phiglish verse writers, it is to Franco, 
and not to the countries which gave birth to a Shakspere or a 
(ioethe, that we must look for the greatest patriot-poet and 
mouthpiece of the people of modern times. That this is, largely, 
the result of the 8trugi!:les through which, during his generation, 
his country was passing, must be admitted, Hugo is, like all 
true j»oots, a full natural man, a lover of beauty in all her fonns, 
but for all his realism he is essentially healthy and human on this 
side of his character. Moreover, ho is, in the ‘ tendency of his 
teaching, markedly moral, and, although ho maintained an attitude 
of stern criticism and even scepticism towards doctrinal theology, 

’ his was essentially a religious and reverent mind. 

In his poetry, Hu<; :s at his best, although even th.ere he is at 
times stiungely unequal. His subjects, too, are oocasiunally trivial, 
and yet in the most mediocre of his poems, wo sco llashes of 
genius. Ho has the vision of the Socr, and when ho strikes an 
inspired note we are conscions of a sense of vastness, and seem to 
be looking dowm on life and Its cominonplaces as from a lieight. 
But enthusiasm sometimes carries him on after inspiration has 
jcoascd, and its dying flashes are stimulated by exaggerations 
and BuperlaUivcs. To him the very follies of lovers are sacred as 
sacraments, and in his sense of the sanctity of childhood he for- 
gets that superlatives do not conviifee. * 

Perliaps the most noticeable characteristic of his work is his 
universal ivy of sympatby. There is no monotony of theme in 
Hugo, for he sweeps the W'hole range of human passion and feeling. 
His poems on any one subject — ^fove, childhood, or patriotism — 
would alone suffice to immortalise his name. More intciifioly 
human love poems than his have never been written. He feciH 
all our human needs, but be never loses sight, in the human, of 
the Divine, His ideal of love is as aane and healthy toned as 
tliat of any French poet. Some of bis poems relating to child- 
hoo^ are unsurpassed, and all are marked by singular tenderness 
and depth of feeling ; while his patriotic songs breathe a spirit of 
fierce hatred for all that is cowardly, tyrannical, or mean. 

The Editor has to express bis thmlM to the living authors who 
have so courteously granted j^rmisrion to reprint their trarislations. 
The translation of “Hemani" by Lord Francis Gower, afterwards 
first Earl of Ellesmere, has aspecial interest as having tx^n acted on 
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tbo 22nd June, 1831, at Bridgewater House, before Queen Adelaide 
and tlic Royal Family, with the following cast : Don Riiy Clomez de 
Silya, the Translator ; Don Carlos, Mr. Shelley ; Hemani, Mr. 
Craven ; Don Ricardo, Mr. Mitford ; Duke of Gotha, Mr. Bailey ; 
Donna Sol, Miss Kemble ; Duonna, Mrs. Bradshawe; Conspirators, 
Pages, etc., Messrs. Herbert, Fullarton, W. Cowper. 

The F^ditor also desires to acknowledge his indebtedness to 
Mr. Coulson Remahan for valuable aid in the compilation of this 
volume. 
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PEGASUS. 

1 WAS lioMilig him fast hy tho bridle^ 

III knots stood cadi musdo and vein, 

My brow was all lined with my offorts 
His headionjy career to restrain, 

A horse of a lineage, 

Astarto-likc born of the foam, 

Dailjr fed from Aurora's bright chnlicc, 

Brought straight from her own starry home. 

A stood miglity and grand in his movements, 
Untamable, bounding on high, v* 

Ever filling, with I’csonant neighings, 

The vault of the deep, azure sky. 

To heaven cadi genius his bowl lifts, . 

And kindling his torch from tho sky, 

On the back of this wonderful monster 
Is seated and borne up on high. 

All thy poets and prophets in order 
Thou knowest, 0 earthy by the scars 
Of the burnings received from his harness 
Which shinetb all over with stars, 

A 
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He inspireth each ode and each epic, 

Conceiving most teirible things, 

As tlie sword flnshcs out from its scabbard, 

And crimes from the bosom of kings. 

As creator, and source of each fountain, 

He makes the rock open and speak, 

With its Rephidim for the old Hebrew, 

And IJi[»pocrcne for tho wise Greek. 

Through the pale Revelation he hurries 
Witii Death and Despair on his back, 

And the sliado of his great gloomy pinion 
Turns the moon over Tenedos black. 

Amos’ wail and the wrath of Achilles, 

His nostrils inflate ns is meet, 

And tho rliytlim of /Eschyliis’ vci'scs, 

’Tis tho march of his galloping feet. 

Lo I ho bends down tho tree o’er the dead fruit, 
r As a mother does, weeping alone ; 

He hews out of marble a Rachel, 

Or a Nioho fashions in stone. 

When he starts, tho ideal is his goal, 

Mane streaming and course ever fleet ; 

In front tho Impossible yawning 
Alone checks the rush of his feet. 

Swifter far than tho lightning he rustics, 

On Pindus he seats himself strong. 

The Bear he relieves of his burden, 

As he draws the g(dd chariot along. 

He sports in the heavens undaunted, 

And jdungos due north to the Pole s 
Him the Zo<liac, in oirdcT revolving^ 

Nigh crushes in ponderous roll. 
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God created the giilf for his pleasure, 

And gave tlie wild skies to his will, 

His flight in the gloom and the shadow, 

His path through the lightning-cleft hill. 

Through the dense mists of beavon he wanders, 
And loves, as he moves on his way, 

To fly till the thick murky darkness 
Shrinks back from the presence of day. 

And the fierce glaring look of his eyeballs, 
Brought back from his mystic career. 

He fixes on man, that bare atom, 

And fills him with terror and fear. 

Though not docile, he’s hard to be guided, 

As many a poet will find, 

Who may use him to leap o’er a chasm 
Which cannot bo bridged by the mind. " 

And the grooms who attend in his stable. 

Are men of both talent and soul ; 

The igrst place is given to Orpheus, 

With Chenier last on the roll. 

All our soul aud our spirit ho governs ; 

Ezekiel waits him with awe, " * 

Aud it is from the floor of bis stable 
Tiiat patient Job gatheni his st;raw. 

Nought but woe to the man he surprises, 

111 fortune attends all his play ; 

He resembles the last days of Autumn, 

When weariness reignetb alway. 

Prom his back he’s flung many a rider, 

Ho loathes both the bit and the rein, 

He delights to be held as a monster| 

Nor thinks of his rider again. 
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lie exhibits nor mercy nor patience, 

But leaves far behind on fa is track 
All the rash and adventurous spirits 
Who moiintec^in vain on'his back. 

His flanks, with their myriads of sparklets, 

Bear him on in fais 2)rido and his might ; 
Though Despreanx or daring Quintilian 
Have ventured to curb him in flight. 

But I dragged him from rapt contemplation 
Of gods, and of crimes, and of kings, 

The sad liorse of the gulf and the darkriess, 

To fields wlicrc the soft Idyll sju-ings. 

Then I drew him towards the sweet meadow, 
Where the sunrise had just given birth 
To an eclogue of loving and kissing, 

And turiiod to an Eden this earth. 

In a valley, not far from the meadow, 

Where Plautus and Bacon compose, 

Tiie epigram blooms like a hawthorn, « 

And that trefoil, the triolet, grows. 

Abbe Chaiilieu can there take his sermon, 

And Segrais can gather fi^psh bays, 

From the tender green grass ’neath the bushes. 
To inspire him with musical lays. 

The horse struggled, his eyeballs shot lightnings 
Like sheen of a yataghan’s blade, 

His flanks heaved like the breath of the tempest, 
^Yhen wind against tide is arrayed. 

* 

For he longed to return to the unknown, 

To break from this eiirth and its ties, 

With the sulphurous reek in his nostrils, 

And the soul of .the world in his eyes. 




PEGASUS. 


5 


Loud he neighed as if looking for rescue 
From all the invisible worlds ; 

And from heaven, as though in swift answer, 

The thunderbolt crashing hurled. 

And the raving Bacchantes all joined 
In the 3'cll that went up to the skies, 

Whilst a long line of solemn-faced Sphinxes. 

Stood gazing with calm steady eyes. 

And the stars that in heaven's vault shimmer. 

All quivered on hearing his cry. 

As a lamp in a woman's weak fingers, 

Whoa the evening breezes are high. 

And each time that with wings black and glooinj^ 
He beat on the dull cloudy sky, 

All the clusters of stars in the shadow 
Away to the infinite fly. 

But my firm grasp I never relinquished, 

AikI showed him the meadow of Dreams, 

Whes e all Nature is gay and seductive. 

And the firefly in cool grottoes gleams. 

And 1 showed him the field, and the shadow. 

The grassplot^made verdant by Juno^* 

The place that bards think of os Eden, 

In whose praises their harps they attune. 

“ Tell me, what are you doing 1" said Virgil, 

Who by the spot happened to pass, 

And I answered, It's Pegasus, Master, 

I’m taking to turn out to gross." 





POEMS EELATING TO CHILDHOOD, 

TO A YOUNG GIRL. 


You, who have hardly passed soft childhood's years, 
Envy us not our days of grief and pain, 

When oft our laughter sadder is than teax’S, 

And our worn hearts rebel, but all* in vain. 

At your sweet ago all grief and sorrow fade, 

Pasaing away like summer's gentle breeze, 

Like a loved voice by distance fainter made, 

Or Halcyon’s note upon the rolling seas. 

O, do not ^uit too early childhood’s mind, 

Enjoy the morning of life’s early prime ; 

Your daj's like garlands one to other bind. 
liCt the leaves wait the cruel hand of Time. 

As years flow on, your fate will 'be like ours, 

To learn of gincf and friendship’s brittle ties, 

Tiie hopeless pain which haunts our dreary hours, 

And all earth's 2->lcasurcs which our luoarts despise. 

• 

Laxigh now, poor«hild, your mirth will not be long, 

And let not sorrow’s shade rest on your face ; 

Your eyes aglow, whore peace and virtue throng, 

And heaven’s gladness finds a resting place. 

* OlLBUIlT CAMPOEI.r.. 


THE POBTRAIT OP A CHILD 

That brow, that smile, tbat .ehTOk so fair. 
Beseem my child, who weeps and plays : 
A heavenly spirit guards her ways. 

From whom she stole that mixture rare. 
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Through all her featurcB shining mild, 

The poet sees an angel there, 

The father sees his child. 

And by their flalne so pure and bright, 

We see how lately those sweet eyes 
Have wandered down from Paradise, 

And still are lingering in its light. 

All earthly things are but a sbado 

Through which she looks at things above 
And aces lioly ^lotVier-maid, 

Athwart her mothcir’a glance of love. 

She seems celestial songs to hear, 

And virgin souls are whispering near, 

Till by her radiant smile deceived, 

1 say, “ Young angel, lately given, 

AV'hen was thy martyx'doni achieved? 

And what name dost thou bear in heaven ?” 

Dvhlin University Magazine^ 


THE WATCHING ANGEL. 

In the dusky nook, ^ 

Neai' the altar laid, 

Sleeps the child in shadow 
Of his mother’s bed ; 

Softly ho reposes, 

And his lid of roses, 

Closed to earth, uncloses 
On the heaven overhead. 

Many a dream is with him, 
Fresh from fairyland, 
Spangled o'er with diamonds 
Seems the ocean sand ; 
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Suns are flaminp: there, 

^J'roops of ladies fair 
Souls of infants bear 

In each charming Itfuid* 

Oh, enchanting vision 1 
Lo, a rill upsprings. 

And from out its bosom 
Comes a voice that sings* 

Lovelier there appear 

Sire and sisters dear, , . 

'Wlillc his mother near 

Illumes her new-born wings* 

But a brighter vision 
Yet his eyes behold J 
piod and lilies 
Kvcvy path enfold ; 

Lakes clolicioiis sicexjing, 

Silver fislics leaping, 

Through the wavelets creeping 
Ux^ to reeds of gold. 

Slumber on, sweet infant^ ♦ , 
Slumhft' peacefullyjj 
Thy young soul yet knows not 
What thy lot may.4be* 

Like dead weeds that sweep 
0*cr the dorrous dbep^ 

Thou art borne in sle^. 

What is all to theef, ^ 

Thou canst slumber by thf) way ; 

Thou hast learnt to borrow 
Nought from study, nought from care ; 
The cold hand of sorrow 
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Oil thy brow un wrinkled yet, 

Where young truth and candour sit. 

Ne’er with rugged nail hath writ 
That sad word, “ To-morrow ! ” 

Innocent ! thou sleepest — 

See the aiigolic band, 

Who foreknow the tnals 
That for man are planned ; 

Seeing him. unarmed, 

Unfearing, unalarmed, 

With their teans have warmed 
This unconscious hand. 

Still they, hovering o'er Jiim, 

Kiss him where he lies. 

Hark I ho sees them weeping, 

Gabriel ! ” he cries ; 

Hush ! the angel says, 

On his lip he lays 
One fingeii one displays 
His native skies. t 

Foreign Quarterly Review, 


SONG. , 

If I w’ere a king, mine empire, 0 child, 

I would give, and my socptre» and them that bow dow 
As my chariot rolls by, and my golden crown, 

And my sea-oors wherewith the vast sea waxeth wild, 
For one only smile of thee, child I 

If 1 vere a god, I would give, O child, , 

£ai‘& and the air, and the angel-throng, 

.Chaos, the heavens, and the vast star-song 
^Hiat moves ’moug still spaces with lore made mild, 
for one only kiss of tho^ child 1 


N. B. Tvermak. 



STILL BE A CHILD. 
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THE MOTHEll. 

SsK all the ohildren gathered there, 

Their mother near ; so yowg, so fair. 

An elder sister she might be. 

And yet she hears, amid their games, 

The shaking of tlteir unknown names 
In the dark urn of destiny* 

She wakes their smiles, she aootlies thoir cares, 

On that pure heart so* like to theirs, 

Her spirit with such life is rife 
That ill its golden rays we see, 

Touched into graceful poesy. 

The dull cold commonplace of life. « 

Still following, watching, whether bum 
The Christmas log in winter stem, 

While merry plays go round ; 

Or streamlets laugh to breeze of May 
That sliakes the leaf to break away — 

*A shadow falling to the ground. 

If some poor man with hungry eyes 
Her baby's coral bauble spies, » 

She marks Ris look with fSamino wild, 

For Christ’s dear salm sdie.makes, with joy. 

An alms-gift of the silver 

A smiling angel of the child- 

Iheblm UnvvtnAiy Magazine. 

STILL BE A CHILD.^ 

In youthful siiirits wild. 

Smile, for all beams on thOe ; 

Sport, sing, be still the child. 

The flower, the hon^*bee. 
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•Bring not the future iiear^ 

For Joy too soon declines — 

What is man’s mission here % 

Toil^ whei^e no sunlight shines I 

Our lot is hard, we know ; 

From eyes so gaily beaming. 
Whence rays of bcautj*' flow. 

Salt tears most oft are streaming. 

Free from emotions past, 

All joy and hope possessing, 

With mind in pureness cast. 

Sweet ignorance confessing. 

Plant, safe from wind’ and showers, 
Ileai*t with soft visions glowing. 
In childhood’s happy hours 
A mother’s rapture showing. 

Loved by each anxious friend. 

No carkiug care within — 

When summer gambols end. 

Thy winter sporty begin. 

Sweet poe^ from heaveif 
Around thy form is placed, 

A mother’s beauty given. 

By father’s thought is graced ! 

Seisse, then, each blissful second. 
Live, for joy sinks in night, 

And those whose tale is reckoned. 
Have had their days of light. 

Then, oh 1 before wo part. 

The poet’s ^blessing take. 



TO MADEMOISELLE FANNY DE /* 


Er,e bleeds that angel hearty 
Or child the woman make, 

DiAlin UniverUty Magazhie. 

TO MADEMOISKLLK fAnNY DE R 

O THOU whom thy sweet age.defendsy 
Laugh lightly ; all things yet oaross. 

Play ! Sing ! Be a child whose joy ne*er ends, 

A flower to brighten ! Dawn to bless 1 

As to the future, think not of it : 

^ Heaven’s paths are darkling, life’s affright. 

Ah ! what makes man that he should love it t 
A little sound in deep midnight. 

Our lot is harsh, is all see. 

Child, oalcu tlio Ijright eye that bears 

And scatters most of light and glee, 

Bears also and sheddeth most of tears I 

You, in whose small soul nought doth seem 
TJp dwell, have all : jbi%ht Joy, bright wile j 

Sweet innocence which maketh dream, 

Ilapt ignorance which maketh smile/ 

* • 

You have, white lily from the wind 

Saved, little Fleart which sioall dreams bless, 

That calm joy of the pifant^iniiid ’ 

Bcflect from mothers’ imppiness* 

Your candour makes you bemrtifuL 
Give me before all other fire > 

Your deep blue eyes aye woi^erfol 

With light that makes hmrt beat higher. 

For you no sorrows, no pide bohrs : 

At home you are the cherished pet ; 

In summer you run among the flowers, 

In winter the hearth make merrier yet 
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Sweet Poesy, briglit bircl of tlie skies, 

Near to you, child, still flutters wings ; 

Its light is in your mother's eyes, , 

lu your father^s thought its mumaurings. 

Have heed of this swift time so sweet I 
Live, live ! False joy is soon awfty ; 

Each of us sighing at your feet 

Hath hod bright dawn to sombre day. 

As one prays ere his steps he gone, 

Lot me now bless thee, spirit mild. 

Angel, thou'lt wear a martyr's crown, — 

Thou must be woman, dearest child ! 

N. 11. Tveuman. 


WRITTEN ON THE TOMB OF AN INFANT. 

Brown ivy old, grass freshly green, bright flowers ; 

Pane, where the soul sees One it elsewhere dreams ; 

Gay insects murmuring music warm long hours 

To the tired shepherd dvepsed with summer^p beams ; 

Winds, waves, aye blending wild sweet harmony ; 

Woods wherein brightest noontide pities to even ; 

Ye fruits that gleam from out the ^usk-leavod tree ; 

Ye stars that gleam from out mysterious heaven ; 

Birds with quick joyous ertes> billows soft-sighing j 
Cold lizard of the hottest nook still fain ; 

Fields unto ocean's bounteous love replying, — 

One giving silvexy pearl, one golden grain ] 

Naitite, that wak'at to life, that lulFst to death ; 

Leaf-cradled nests round which the air scarce creeps ; 
Above this mossy cradle hold your breath ; — 

Leave the child sleeping while its mother weeps ! 

N. R. Tterman. 
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A. U 

Eaqii hope, clear child, is a slender reed. 

God holdft in His hand frail threads of our days, 

And divides them at pleasure, and tajees no heed 
That, tlio thread being cut, our joy falls from its place : 

In each cradle on earth 
A death hath birth. 

, ■? 

Erewhile, scest thou, the future, pure light, 

Shone sweetly before rny young spirit 
Bright bird on the wave, in heaven star briglity 
Splendid bloom ’mid the shadoiiv athrob desire ; 

This viaiou, my sweet, 

How lovely ! how fleet I * . ' 

- If, haply, nigh time one dreamfully weep. 

Let the tours f nor do thou ask why. ' 

Sweet ’tis to weep, — ay, the bright drops keep ^ 

• Soft melody ’midst the tempestuous world-cgy i ‘ 

0 child, every tear 

Leaves som^ sin clear i ' - , 

* B. TtanuAN. 

SONO: \ . 

f • ' 

Throstles tvain I Stif, stuS^ is niotber ; 

Pussy pounced, and sts • 

What else, wlfist sto'td toll t 
Cold nest by the chill bbtst sh^en ; 

Of all love, nil song, forsaken — 

Poor little bitdIio|pS t 

’ _ jf a ^ 

Silly shepherd soundly sleeping 1 

Good dog dead I Lean wolf close^reepiDg * . . 

What else, what else to toll t 
Sbeep-oote by one fell spviilg slu^mi ; 

Of all core, all hope fiwwddfii^ 

Poor little lambkins I 



POEMS BY VICTOR HUGO. 


Parents twain ! Whilst father’s lying 
In the hulks, wan mother’s dying . . . 

What else, what else to tell 1 
Babe’s cot by the chill blast shaken ; 

Of all love/all joy forsaken — 

Poor little children 1 

N. K. Tybumax. 


TO MY DAUGHTER. 

Ht child, thou seost I am content to wait. 

So be thou too ; with calm secluded mind : 
Happy t ah no 1 nor e’er with hope elate, — 

But still resigned I ' 

Be humbly good, and lift a blameless brow. 

As morning pours the sunlight in the skies, 
Suffer^ my child, thy sunnier spirit glow 
Through assure eyes I 

Victoriotis, happy, is none in this worhl’s strife. 

Time unto all a fiekle lord doth prove ; 

And Time’s a shadow, and, child, our little life 
Is made thereof. 

AH pien, alas ! grow weary by the way. 

For to be happy— 0 fate i^nkind ! — to nil 
All’s lacking. And, though all were granted, say 
What thing so small I 

Arid yet this little thing with anxious care 
U songfat for ceaselessly, by good and vile : 

A little gold, a word, a name to wear, 

/ A moving smile I 

' • 

. Thti raightieai king o'er lore and joy is powerless ; 

vast detorts yearn fat but one drop of rain. 

Mto is a well spring- Imms, till summer, showerless, 
l^es vmd again. 
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Behold these kings of thought w© divinize, — 

These heroes, brows tmnscendent over night) 

Names ac whose clarion-sound most sombre skies 
Flash lightning-bright ! ^ 

When once they have fulfilled their glorious doom. 

Earth for awhile a little brighter made, 

They find, for all reward, wdthin the tomb 
A little shade. 

Kind heaven, that knows our struggles imd, .mr sorrows, 
Hath pity on our days, tumultuous, 

Bathing with tears bright dawn of all our i^Wows 
Whose noon is pain. 

God lightens aye the path whereon wugb.^ 

* Still what Ho is, w’hat wo are, brings to mind ; . ' ^ 

One law revealed in all things her© belowj' .. , 

As in mankind I 

’ That steadfast law, bright-stablishM above, 

On every soul its heavenly beams lets fall 
Hate nothing, 0 my child, but all things |we, 

Or pit}' all ! 

• N. B. Ttisbman. 

- MY TWO DAUlSyatTERSi • ' 

In the pure shadow-light of the softirdyii^ ev^: r 
One like a swan, and one like tfaevrhite dove otheayeni 
Joyous, and O, so sweet amid the sweetness I 

Behold the elder sister and youngmr on* the 
Seated of the dim lawn ; while, wfaisp^ng oV4i| them, 

A mass of frail white blooins entangled stem by stem 
Within a marble urn caressed of tbe warm wlnd^ 

Leans to the little girls treihbliogly, and there twined, 
Seems on the edge of the vase amid, the faery light 
A flock of butterflies love-tranced from sunniest flight. 

‘ N. li. Tykuman. 

ji 



x8 


POEMS BY VICTOR HUGO. 


CHILDHOOD. 

Thb small child sang ; the mother^ outstretched on the low bod, 
With anguish moaned, — ^rail Form pain should possess not long ; 

For, ever nigher, Death hovered around her head : 

1 hearkened there this moan, and heard even there that song. 

The child was but five years, and, close to the lattice, aye 
Made a sweet noise with games and with liis laughter bright; 

And the wan mother, beside this being, the livelong day 
Carolling joyously, coughed hoarsely all the night. 

The mother wont to sleep with them that sleep alway ; 

And the blithe little lad began anew to sing . . . 

Sorrow is like a fruit : Qod doth not therewith weigh 
Earthward the branch strong yet but for the blossoming. 

N. Ih TyEnwAX. 

TO THE MOTHER OF A DEAD CHILD. 

Ah ! thou hast ^Id too oft thy little angel flown 
Of other angji tar on high, 

Of Heaven where is no change, nor any suffering ftnown, 

And to dwell there ’twere good to die ; 

That Heaven is a vast dome with pillars of fair gold, 

A rich pavilion rainbow*brigbt ; * 

An^ of an azure bower whose blooms are stars thou hast told, 
And of strange stars like flowers to sight ; 

That *ti8 a place more blithe than mother's w'ords can say, 
Where ever, for the children’s cheer. 

Abide sweet cherubim to laugh and sing and play, 

And the kind Qod to hold them dear ; 

That it is good to be a spirit like a flame, 

And to live nigh, all night and day, 

The tender Jesus-Child and Vixgin of sweet name 
In^lSttoh a home of soug and play I 
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Aud then thou hast not told, poor mothor conifortloss, 

Unto thih child bO fond, so frail, 

That as thou wast all his through life to love and bless, 

So likewise ho was thine as well ; • 

That when one's small the mother watehes over us, 

Hut later she is her son's care ; 

That when she is grown old and with age tremuloius, 

She needs to know her man-child thete ; 

Tliou hast forgot to teach tins eager guilelfisa heart 
God wills one here awhile should stay,— 

Woman aye guiding man, and man, upon bis part» 

Aiding the woman night and day : 

' Thou hast not told all this, oh woe I So, on au hotlT) 

That gentle beim^ left thee lone 
Alas ! thou hast then left unlatched the bright bird-bower, 

. And the pet bird is flown ! * 

N, B, Ttbrman. 


EPITAPHL 

He lived and ever played, the tender smUing thing. 

What need, 0 Karth, to have plucked this flower fnuU blossoming? 
lladst thou not then the bjfds with rMnbow-oolours bright, 

The stai-s and the great woods, the wan wave, the blue sky } 
What need to have rapt this child from her thou hadst ^ced 
him by — 

Deneath those other flowers to have hid this flower from sight t 

Because of this one child thou hast no more of might; 

0 star-girt Earth, his death yields thee not higher delight t 
But, ah*! the mother's heart with woo for ever wild, 

This heart whose sovran bliss brought forth such bitter birth — 
This world as vast as thou, even tiau, O sorrowless Earth, 

Is desolate and void because of this one child I 


N. B. TrmtMAR, 
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LISK 

I WAS twelve years ; and she, perchance, sixteen ; 

She was quite tall, (uid I quite small, no doubt ; 
But ft even to speak more cosily to my queen, 

I waited till her mother had gone out ; 

Then 1 drew nigh uuto her throne, I ween, 

At even to speak more cosily to my queen. 

Alas ! the springtides flown with all their flowers ! 

The long^spent Ares, the many silent tombs ! 

Doth one remember now roae-perfumod hotirs ? 

Doth one remember hearts love ne’er relumes ? 

She loved mo, I loved her. Ah I then we wore 
Two ohildreOj two sweet scents, two rays of the air. 

Angel God made her, fairy and princess. 

She a trifle taller then than I, 

One asked her divers questions without cease, 

For the sole pleasure of teasing her wuth, “ WhyV^ 
But, sometimes, she would turn from mine 03x^8’ gaze, 

Pensive, nor dared to meet their dreamful maze. 

• 

Then I displayed entire my childhood s store 

Of knowledge, and bragged fiercely of my games ; 
Right proud was I to air my Latin lore, 

And iterate Virgil, Pbmdrus, olH-world names : 

« thing could cheek my ardour ; I braved all ; 
d cried aloud : ** My a General ! ” 

Though one be woman, yet 'tis well to read 
* Latin i the words ore spelt out dreamfully , 

Often at church to help her in sweet need 
Over her prayer-book I bent tenderly. 

An a]]^l waved above w his white wing 
At vespers on the Babbatb evening. 

While still I humbly called her, Mademoiselle,’* 

Of me she said, Oh, he’s the merest child t ” 
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Letting ray eyes upon her prayer-book dwell, 

Quito close to hers, with passtou made me wild,— 

So close, indeed, that once — ah, heavenly hour ! 

My lip a-firc touched her soft cheejc a-flower» 

Ah, childhood s loves, so quickly in mid May, 

You aro the dawn and gladness of the heart ; 
i>o with the child still, charm him every day 1 
And when night conics, bearing for her chill part. 
Sorrow, — ah, sfiU let sunny memory stay '• 

Of childhood’s loves, so quickly fled away I 

N. R. Tvbuman. 


LITTLE PAUL. 

OiviNO her baby • jtb, the mother died* 

0 sombre fate, why thus on sorrow^ side? 

Why take the motlier, and leave the tender child 
To one tiie cold world also a mother ^ styled 1 

For the ypung father needs must marry again. Ah rno 1 
''J’lS soon, at on^, a panaii to be : 

This pretty babe did wrong to have been bom I 
A good ohl man then took the thing foidorn,— 

Its grandjiire. SoineUfiics what scarce ia hath care 
Of what will be : so now aged arms upbear 
In mother-wise an inf<int — htmnge bat true I 
What tlie poor dead have left to life to woo ; 

The old aro good for only that; they can 
lUit play the part of good Samatitan^ 

Lend to the weak and fallen loving aid, 

And chafe the tiny hands outstretched through the cold shade. 
Needs someone here must answer pity’s 4sry ! 

Needs somcoiio here bo guo*! beneath black sky^ 

Lest pity and hope no longer sad hearts bless I 
Needs must one lead to baby motherless 
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Tho wild-'Cyed goat, fain verdant liills to rove, — 

Needs must one here lead little hearts to love ; 

And, old and weary, with compassion rife, 

Foster frail blossoms pf the spring of life I 
Therefore it was that God, Who took the dead, 

Thus placed tho grandsire in the mother’s stead : 

And, judging winter best love’s warmth to impart, 

In an old man made throb a woman’s heart. 

So little Paul was bom, an orphan-child, 

With large blue cy^S through which a seraph smiled, 

Lips blithe with babble as of cherubim, 

Small rosy hands that stroked each rosy limb, — 

Yea, all the angel ere the little man ! 

And the oM. sire^ by long years pale and wan, 

Smiled on him as on heaven where day’s just born — 

Oh 1 how even did adore that mom I 

He took the child straightway unto his home, 

’Mong fields spanned by so vast a skiey dome 
But a little child could fill it. Green the plain. 

All odorous with perfume sun and rain c 
Beguile bom woods and waters ; while around 
Their cot a garden laughed, whoso every sound 
And sight, thirds, flowers, yea, all within those bowers ! — 
Caressed the child : xuienvious arff the flowers. 

Within this garden peach and apple grew, 

Down-showering blossom on one scrambling through ; 
’Nhatb willows, watms tremulously gleamed, 
hero and there a sudden flash that scorned 
White shoulders bare of a nymph ; and every nest 
Murmured the hymn obscure of those love-blest. 

All voices that one heard were calm and sweet 
^ Like brooklets ’mohg warm mosses at your feet ; 

While in idl subtle sound and silence there 
The happy trees a leafy burden bear. 
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God’s Paradise, the angels’ light and song, 

Earth’s humbler blissful warbling doth prolong 
In Buinmor when no star outshines a flower,— 

And Paul, an angel, made this garden-bower 
An Edcii, while tiie soul of all was love. 

Oil ! ill how warm a nest was fledged this haplei^fei dove ! 

Surely a garden’s a sweet thing f Place there 
A baby ; add an old man ; such the care 
God takes to make it perfect. Dooming light , 

To add to joy of sense the soul’s "" 

1'his Poet with a child pcifumos 
Then with an old man tlio sweet 
Amrmg the flowci*s blooms baby for his part| 

While grandsiro fosters both with dew of his old heart. 
Oh I what is sweeter in the month of May> , 

Oh ! what were rnecter, Virgil, for thy lay, 

Than a babe’s naked limbs ’mong dafided grass 1 
• ’Tis so divine that it is frail, alas ! 

And Paul at first is weakly. Scarce we know 
If he w ill live ; or if again vriU blow , 

The bittof blast that wailed o’er mother dying, 

Como now to bear her sweet to where she’s lying. 

Paul must bo fed ; a goat consents with glee 
Soon foster-brother to a kid is be t t* 

Since the kid leaps, tbs boy to. wal^ ie fitin. 

While anxious grandsire muimurstk 

Walk must we.” Oh ! the tiny tbtt^iDg feet, 

Chary bdis here, dread Scylla there, they meet y 
With trembling limbs, knees bent, ii^e children strive^ 
The happiest and most hapless ^ngs gUire^ 

When spring bids blossom, trembles most the tree 1 
One’s a proud age, one step’s a rictoryy — 

And Paul’s first step leads on to many another. 

Can ye not see, bright eyes of mmiy a mother, 

The boy by grandsire followed 1, Charming sight ! 

** Be careful not to fall Now, now I That’s right” 
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Paura brave ; ho looks, longs, laughs, then suddenly 
Starts forward, and the old man, proud as he, 

Spreads trembling hands round baby unafraid, 

And, himself tofctorini^, lends his tottering aid, 

Till the goal’s won witii peals of merriment. 

Oh i try to p<aiut a star, or represent 
A forest bathed in golden morning light, 

But seek not to describe a child’s laugh of delight. 

^is sacred love, blithe innocence aflower, 

Of grace ineifable the richest dower. 

Host glorious bloo^ of purity, — aye, even 
Of blossoms fragrant with the breath of heaven ; 

A smile of bliss that proves God’s smile of love ! 

The grandsire, like the saints of yore who strovo 
On mountaimsolitudes with God in prayer, 

Was just a good bowitched old grandfather. 

Against the spell that guilelessly beguiled, 

Powerlesi^ he sought sweet council of th’ adorn'd child ; • 
J0[e watched the dawn that shone the clear eyes through, 
While ©very month Paul babbled something new, — 
Tlirough bonds of speech thought’s htful flutterings, 

That hesitate awhile on half-plumed wings, 
llise but to fall, then float more blithe and strong, 

And failing earthly word^ alight on heavenly song 1 
Paul ccq[>tur6d sounds to sot then^ quickly free, 

Some strophe scanned of wondrous melody^ 

Chattered, lisped, laughed, was never an instant still, 

And the whole hoiise with rapture did fulfil. 

With laughter and song he made perpetual May ; 

Ifis waking word was stgii of holiday ; 

All the trees talked of this delightful elf — 

Poor little Paul was happiness itself 1 

By mighl of smiles which still are deaf to " Nay,” 

Fail! iwigned j bis grandsire being his docile prey, 

Happy in strict ol>edicnce. ** Wait for me. 

Father ! ” He waited. ^ Come I ” Straightway came he. 
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Spring’s right to bind old winter with a chain. 

What a blithe little household made these twain ! 

This dcspot-ehihl an old man loves to obey. 

Like January fain to pleasure May^ 

How, ’mid the song of birds, rich flower*Bcents, 

Wandered delightedly these mnooeuts,"^ 

One two, goldJiaircd ; and one fourscore and grey I 
One oft forgetful^ one remembering )aye,^ 

The child. Night had no power to ma|l:e them grieve* 
Orandsire tauglit Paul to think, who taught him to believe. 
You had said, beholding mom thus 4^!^ ^ith even; 

That each showed each sweet dtversih^es. of heaven. 

They mingled all ; their games by day, by ' 

Their dreams : wliat love-bon^a did th^BD tWaih Quite, t 
But one bower had they, and were nov^ liarte^ 

Like the first steps, so the first words BtartB^^ ^ v 
While hour by hour their pure heartit.clcieelter beat. 

•The grandsire knew no accent soft and sweet 
J'hiough to teach his arigehsoholar epell, 

And murmur : “ Little Paul, O loved too well I ^ 

Ejsquisitc dialogues ! notes inefTabls, 

Such as in fairy-tales the blue birds trill I . , 

“ Don’t go too near the water. Ah 1 now look ! 

Paul, you have wet your feet.” It was brook.” 

“ Those stones arc slij^ery.'^ Now run 1 ” 

And heaven laughed blue above, Wd brigH ^0 suai 
Shone, as triumphant and rosplei^Ollt ' 

To see an old man kiss a child'»pQre |Hp9W^:‘ 

Meantime Paul’s father with his new %|fV dwdt« 

\o more the presence of the dood ji Crit 
When in her place thein smiles another orie* ^ 

And by this second wife ho had a son } 

But Paul knew nothing. What if he hod ? No fear 
Cou'd reach him hand in hand with his own dear 
Kind grandpapa I 


But the graudfatfaer^died. 
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When Som to Rachel, to Ruth old Boaz cried, 

“ Weep ; I depart 1 ” tho women, kneeling near, 

Sobbed ; but tho children cannot ; never a tear 
Bedims tho blithe blyo eyes. When with a sigh 
Tho old man said ; “ Paul, little Paul, I die 1 
No longer wilt thou see poor grandpapa, 

Who loves thee I ” Nought such mournful words could mar 
The child's bright innocent life of song, love, bliss, — 

Still gaily be laughed. 

A rustic church there is, 

Poor as the lowly roofs that nestle nigh. 

It opened : in the funeral train w^as I. 

The humble priest, vague prayers low-murmuring, 

With friends and kindred Hbm his home doth bring 
That gentle sire, to lay him low in earth ; 

And round that soitow shone tho field's May-mirth, — 

For flowers can smile on those in black arrayed ! 

Mingling huslicd voices, good old gossips prayed. 

We wound along a deep and narrow way, 

On either side green fields whore cattle lay 
Regarding us with large eyes mild and sad ; # 

In summef'Stnocks tho peasants all were clad ; — 

And little Faul followed tho .humble bier. 

To the graveyard his kind old friend we boar ! 

Tie a lone spot low crumbling wAls enclose, 

Where only simple folk seek last repose ; 

No fcity tombs, false epitaphs are there, 

But grasky mounds with crosses block and bare \ 

Birear spot, yet shielding some from sorrow and sin. 

. a wooden wicket shuts it in, 

Tu the bats of which dense ivy-tangles cling : 

"ThW Iit% child (a strange remembered thing !) 
yim seen to intently at this gate. 

To ohildreu hut as fancy is stem fate, 

WhHe to their wondering eyes life’s but a dream. 
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Aliis ! night darkens round the starry beam. 

But throe years old was i'aul. 

“ You wretched child 1 . 

Young Satan ! Imp ! Be off I Yw drive ftto wilcL 

111 beat him black and blue i Too good atO I 

To let the little brat como over nigh. 

lie’s staiuocl my gown I He’s spilt the Yoilk 1 For that| 

Dry bread, the cellar 1 And what to " 

To whom these words ] To Paul. Foorj^tW heart ! 
Scarce had ho watched dear gratui|M^h ; 

Than one came to th’ old boaie - 

His father ; a woman next with 
Suckling a child — his happy littto 

At once the woman loathed him. • . 

'VVhat sphinx i vreslrangel Wh6(m'fii^iite 
On this side darUness, and on tbftt ■ 

To her own child honey, to Miother'a •toft©;!'*. 

To bear when snfforing’s saoredaew hliOVB . 

Is well ; but a child, gay sprite with golde^ hahr^ 

Cruel it i^such sutFcring ie should beet 1 ; ' 

The thorn that stabs, for the ^ the,!; e^gsMtud fA late. 
What bitter change 1 In lorel sweet istead felt hate 1 

; ■ . •'» , ; 

Paul understood it not* Wheo b|B etojbe.WBk 

Ai dusk, his little room seemed sl>ra^{eV 

Long hours he wept ; yet 8can»i|^!rt:^|i^i iiildeed, . 

But felt the vague chill fear o’ the 

Waking, ho wondered at so dull 

Ah ! why then are tlicae little - 

The house WM windowless to let , 

And dawn no longer seemed to |Niule!biji..1(^.' 

If he crept nigh— “ Be off ! t want ftot you 1 " 

His “mother” cried <} and slowly ^ul withdrew. 

’Twos as a cradle drowning in heavogi’s ^ght. 

The child, who made all joyous^ lost ddight ; 
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His sorrow saddened even the flowers and birds \ 

For blithe call-notes a volley of bitter words 1 
“ He’s odious, with his slinking dirty w^ays ! ” 

She took his toys her little one to please. 

And all Paul’s father allowed, — so amorous ho ! 

An angel once, a leper now to be ! 

Once the wife muttered : “Would the brat were dead ! ” 

By a caress that dreadful curse was sped: 

The eww was Paul’s, 

“ Come tbou, my love, my bliss I 
0, Qod, the fhireat of thy angels this ! 

A bit of heaven Pve stole to swaddle him : 

A child he is, but like the cherubim ! 

Ood’a paradise is in my arms 1 Oh ! see 
How beautiful : I adore thee 1 Soon thou’lt be 
A little man. 0 what a weight he is ! 

As heavy as many a toddling boy ! I kiss 
. Thy tiny feet, my life, myiove, my sky ! ” 

. And Paul remenibered, with the memory 
Ppwessed by rose, or lamb, or little bird, 

Long, long ago the sweet same notes licM hcjird 
He took his meals iu a dark nook, on the floor, 

Seeming quite dumb j sSIdengtb he sobbed uo more. 

To Sileht suffering oft a child’s soul’s braced ! 

High idways sadly at the door tie gazed. 

*Kie child one evening, looked for everywhere, 

Oquld not be found. 'Twas winter, season drear 

sciil cd bate by night deals direst blow ; — \ 

/ r " :Siidtdl then are quickly lost in snow. . • 

, idtmd the child upon the moVrow morn. 

;^r,»eme remembered faint cries past them borne • 

;.;;At idf^tfaU ; one had even laughed to bear 

the weud wonted sounds that throng the air 
A voice that seemed “ Papa, papa ! ” to call. 

^ch tidings the whole village did appal : 
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All Bought — the child was in tlio churchyard Iona 
Calm as the night, and pallid as a Btone, 

Outstretched before the gatCi quite cold, ho lay. 

ITow be had found tliis ead spot whp shall say. 

Alone, by night, unlit by lamp or start 

Ono of his little hands clutched tight the bar 

Ho vainly tried to open : feeling there 

Was one within who yet for little Paul iTouM caret 

Long, long he had called and sobbed 'mid darkueds dread, 

Atul then had fallen upon the cold eait|ir4ead^ 

Quite close to hi« old kind grandpapa he'd CTUpt^ 

And, po\^orless c\cu to awaken fhrtllepL " 

H E. TrimK4»r. 


THE VOICE OP A CHILD OKE YEAR OLD. 

WiiAT saith ho 1 Thiuk you he spoafc. I Kay* I am dure, 
But unto whom 1 To somoone in tho aauN } , 

To that we call a spirit ; to space, to the atteei 
Shiver of the invisible passing wing. 

To the shade, the breeze,— to hia little ta'Ottutf dead. 

The child a fragment of his lieaTen^lwaid bdarl ; 

Guileless ho comes ; man, ‘thou reod^Fett him. 

Ho hath the tremor of young leavea aad gmap. 

Prattle before full speech is as the doimt 
Kro the fruit blooming, lovelier and holier, ^ 

For to be lovelier is to be more holy. , , ’ 

The child pure-soulcd, on tho threshold Ofaadlif^ ♦ 
llcgards this earth so ‘Strange and fottrddalS^ 

Knows'it not, opes wide eyes, and missing Ood« 
Stammers,— all-trustful, touching little voice 1 
The darling weeping with the darling sin^ng 
Ends ; his first words like his first at^ have fear : 

Then blooms sweet hope. 
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In heaven whereto owr sight 
Attains not, floats one knows not what fair mist 
Of forms which children, reverenced of yore, 

Perceive from earth, and which to them lends speech. 

This child perchance beholds a bright eye shine, 

And questions it ; in the clear douds he sees 
Faces resplendent, row o’er wondrons row. 

And vital phantoms, which for us were void, 

Beigard him with divine translucent smiles ; 

O’er hint ttie dusk serene extends its boughs ; 

He laughsi, for unto a child all glooms ore bright. 

t^Mwe, in .rn^tMy, ’mid the splendour’s depths, 
Whththesit’asreet I^drite unknown he lisps and laughs ; 
The chM mokes qnesrion and the spirit replies ; 

The i)uhy>^hhle luto tdoe heaven floats, 

Thiiin rMunto softly, with the waverings 
Ofethe ^oU hird that marks the balc 3 'on soar. 

Vftt cdl thM stammoring I ’Tis in sooth the abysm 
Wb«Fa^ 4* a wing^ being from height to height 
ScarSi ^e epeoch slrmt with Fden and with dawn 
Sttiveth to seise from utmost heaven a word. 

Seeks itUmd .flnds, takes it and leaves, and quivet-s. 
Through evmy child's breath tlirills the breath of heaven. 
Wheu with UtO deep benignant shadow he chats. 

The thrash, euraptnrod, at the edge o’ the nest 
Up^fta her, Urbileher fledgi^ng^ phnsive, frail, 
Pulh.thiouj|^' h4r dQtm wings their callow heads. 

. motlH^'aoteiia to say to them : “ Ay, listen, 

Xhd te^'tO'Chliipaa beaurifully."— •The spring, 
h^/^mdistU day, 

SNio^yvvii^lpI dar^ hright-piercing the dim earth — 
rhythm Obscure ’mid the small song 
In^ S^drit and this tnunbling heart. 

Th^jlfe^le^, totter, prattlu, is the charm 
Of when though a tear bright laughter gleams. 

O heaTcnly shadow and shine of infantepeech I 
The ^ild seems forceful to 'assungo harsh fate; 
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From tho small child sweet lessons nature learus,-^ 
Tins rosy mouth’s the tiny gate august 
Whence falls — O majesty of the frail, bare being !— 
Upon the gu1])h unknown tho unknowp. Word, 

What largess ! innoceiico made ov’n our guest I 
What gift of heaven ! Who knows the starry lori^ 
The beams of bounty, who knows the faith, the love, 
Winch thi*ougL their trembling twilight ever ahedi'^ 
Amid tho bitter strife wherein we dwell,— 

The souls of children on the souls of men ) , 

Sounds one the deptli of this soft speech Wbl^tbrOU]0i 
One feels pas.s all tiiat thrills the inoooenti 
No. Men deep-stirred hearken these tetldtev A^»fee 
Of syllables scattered in the golden dawn^ > 

^^Speech wherein heaven hath loft a starry 
But comprehend not, jiass it by, and say t ^ 

— ‘‘ Tis nought ; o: but a breath, a £nurmnr, Sigh; 
'rho word is seusclcas till the spirit be ripe.*'~ 

How know you that t This cry, this nest^botn ebant^ ^ 
Is of an angel changing to a man. 

Adore it. Tlic melodious sound, the scale 
Floating and ircc whore infancy makes one 
The perfume of its lijis, its eyes pure blue,. 

Ilcsemblcs, wind of fioavcn, those wcmdroiui WOljds 
Which, to declare midnight or day, thon lendest* 

To the vast soul obscure tlirough all things shM« 

The being bom to the light of this falie wodd 
Lisps as he can his sad and sweet surpriM 
For the animal in the deep enigma lo^ 

All comes of <man. Into this world man caste 
A faint clue fo the mysteiy, and through him 
A little*day lightens the problem dark. 

Ah yes, this warble, music vague and §cit% 

Pure mist of words divine confused like foam, 

Song whose sweet secret bold the newly-bom, 

Which from the cottage lloateth to the wood. 
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Is ^ world language, an exchange eteriie 
Of dawn with stars, with th’ angel of God man’s soul 
Ncst-idiom, cradle interpreter, aye sent 
By the little children to the little birds. 

N. 11. Tvehman 


BABY'S SLEEP AT DAWN. 

Famx smiles the humble little room 
On an did chest some roses blush ; 

Beholding here dissolve night s gloom, 

Priests had said, Peace ! and women, Hush ! 

Yonder what small recess is seen, 

Whereto the tendorest radiance cree])^? 

0, more than augebgiiard serene t 
Aurora watches ; baby sleeps. 

Deep in that nook a tiny thing 
Lies lulled within a cradle white ; 

Amid the shadow quivering ^ 

Heaven only knows with what delight. 

Lo, iu her dimpled hand tight-pre^t 
She holds a toy, sweet source of mirth 1 

Cherubs in heaven with palms we blest, 

Babies with rattles upon eartli. 

What sleep is hers l Ah, who dare say 
What dreams make snch smiles come and go ; 

Haply she sees some bright dawn-way 
With augels passing to and fro. 

Her my arm moves momently 
As if to wave some sweet adieu ; 

Gentle her breathing as may bo 
A butterfly's amid the blue. 
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Aurora's loth to chase those dreams . 

Naught’s 80 august^ so pure, so mild, 

Ab this blight eye of God that beams 
Upon the clased eyes of f child, 

N. R. Tybrman 


TO JBANNE. 

Your presence hallows these sweet bowers; 

Tlicso woods so far from beaten ways 
Seem madi for fairest forest ibwofft 
Who draw fresh beauty frbiat JfiWIif 

Your >cars are as the moraing*ii 

And hcavcn'b ov^n smile b^aiSlyS Ijsdbt fWf Itme. 

Ill you, fail Jeanne, the ski^ 

Unite themselves m this sweet pledtu 

The vale with festive hues Is spread 
And offers you its tribute true, 

TUlic is a nimbus lound your head ; 

’I’la Paiadise, >our honour dhe. 

All who appioach jour magielring 
You with a word, a look, 

’Ijs ecstasy to hear you 
'Tas Heaven itself to gam^our glixfjkw* 

W liile strajing theso blest vhs alotigi 
So sueut tiie ac( cuts of }£ur YOiee ^ 

Th it e'en the birds forgot wdr song ' 

And silent in their nosti^ej<dee< t 

TO JENNt. 

Yesterday, dailing of mine, a twelYesaontlt efti I 
Happy you babble as, under the manifold | 

Delicate leafage that lies on the dear Springes breast, 

The year’s new birdlets, opening their strange, wide eyes, 

c 
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Cheep and twitter from out the warmth of the nest, 

For the joy of the young plumes’ growth and of life’s Burpri8< 
0 rose-Hppod Jenny of miuo» In those big books 
Whose pictures are worth your crowiugs and happy looks^ 

The books t must suffer your fingers to crumple or tear, 

There is xn^y beautiful poem, but none so nirc 
As yoh| my poem, when, catchmg sight of me. 

Your whole little body thrills and leaps with glee. 

The greatest men for writing hare ne’er written 
A better thing than the thought a-dawn in your eye, 

And the mnsing strange and yague of one who scans 
The earth anditnatt with an angel’s ignorance. 

Ay# Ood’s not far off when you are nigh. 

■PwiTV ITlI-if.-WV 


TO MY GRANDSON. 

Com hfthor, George. Ab ! sons of sous of ours 
Wiui^ldhood’s voice recall lost moiniug Lours. 

In oat abodes, dull winter’s darkoniug, 

Tbejl aoetter roses and the light of spring. <. 

Their laaglitcr brings warm tears to stouy eyes. 

And makes cold thresholds thrill ailh sweet surmiso ; 
One radiant smile disperses all the gloom 
Of heavy years that bend us totho tomb. 

A child’a band leads us ’rnong th’ old vanished years, — 
Samat day by day, with new flowers deckt, appears. 
Amaacd, we wander all the lost paths through, 
lighter hearts auffiued with hcavenlicr blue. 

A dhild that blossoms sets dd age aflower ; 

,GYandt>apa enters blithe Aurora’s bower 
Dl^h Uttie ones around him triumphing. 

Daaiifsd to a child’s small stature lo ! a wing 
Grows, and we watch, with sense of sweet surprise, 
’Maug spotless souls, our dark eoul seek the skies. 

K R TvTOlfAV 



GEOKGE AND JE iNNC. 
(iEORGE AND JEANNE. 


t. 

I, VHou a little child makee far ikofia vIm^ 

Have two, — sweet Ckiotge and Joanne; to tkii ofio'a eyes 
My sunlii;kt dwells, by this one's hand l*n» led ; 

Jeanne’s but ten months, o’er George ttso yeats have sped. 
Divinely subtle are their baby-veyw; 

And iiom then trembling uttemOM lovk aiMtys 
To catch the biith star eong exe it tsikiir 
While 1— like even darkening ' 

'Whoso destiny hath lost the light 
Take hc^ to sing : What datva. aft 
Now heavens ore opened wide at eaitdl ehlMMnMid i 
M> soul’s intent to hear what they hett hein^ ] 

Old thuughts .ue banished by Gie awfaitnBydhai^| ^ " 
Desires, ambitions, projects, things of ^ *' 

Mattel's of weighty moment, Side away ’ 

As grows the sunlight ot my darling’s dajjf ; * 

All buds tliat biood in darkness ply swift ' 

As all thc^ciioir of morn more blithely sing; 

Ah ! tottering cinldren guide onefs steps 
Behold them ' hear them ! every brow gtows bright, 

All hearts beat happily that near them h^ ' 

In chime with baby coflusels saeTed, SW(^, 

In all my life they’re mcigcd ; in ttailtw IfitesJNl, 

In all my sorrowful or joyous yosi% ” 

Nought have I known so precious as IfhpjitiUS v 
Gf uniles of childhood cleaving darkilittto dSMO^ 

Or brightening commoA sun^l^ : X hehcld^ 

From baliy’b cr<ulle steal these ISys fit gohi^ 

At eve I watch them slumbering. Sweet shut eyes 
And placid brows o’ershadowed like Uie skies 
When thtough soft veils the stsnry lights first beam 
Amaze me, murmuring : " What eon 'be their dream t” 
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George dreame of cakes, perchance, of playthings fine, 

Vog, cook, or cat ; Jeanne chats with friends divine ; 

Then their eyes open wide, and make th^ whole world shine. 

Their dawn, alas ! mal'ks growth of our decline. 

They prattle. Do they talk t As doth the flower 
To the wood brooklet ; as, in childhood’s hour, 

’l%eir father to his sister, laughing gay ; 

Or a« I diattered all the livelong day 
Unto my brothers, while our sire stood near 
tvatehed ns gambol in the sanlight clear 
Of Borne, in days long dead which never die. 

Jeann^ whom bright eyes all bluest flowers outlive. 

Whose fingers frail stiU oaptnre faery things, 

With hare snog flattering like an angel’s wings, 

Blaifra^pms, in songs vhere floats a starry sign, 

«’^Seiwg((, a boydmbe or baby-god divine. 

0 hiaMt heaven, no mortal speech is hers ! 

In sq 4| afreet straine the wandering wind confers 
With fragrant groves, with waves on summer seas } 
off the shmws of ancient Greece 
Bnit Utfr their helms, ‘thus lured by syren’s voice 
To sotiW, as Jeanne now lares ns to rejoice. 

"tk May>month mneio bom beneath the sun’s 
Ikigfat g^anoe, with changeful burthen, “I love !” “loved once 
Ji k the tremnlotts language fllleif with light 
Whichji*)^ to hih each little obild’e delight, — 

Bhgtdifii by April, vast, bewildering, 

^Hhey Imbhle at vast windows of the Spring. 

Id^^ll^niittgB sweet notes which Jeanne pipes to her brother 
one amorous bird trills to another; 
suhtle questions bees to flowers propound, 

Ahd, Ifrnpln flowers to iqiarrows more profound ; 

Of a^hei^ harmonies soft undetsong 
It is, and doth Oie angelio choir prolong ; 

BeaVfriV virions are revealed in infontatrains ; 

Heaven's mysteiy, perchance, Jeanne’s song erplatna, — 
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For little ones but yesterday came tbcooe, 

Bearing star-scorots through oar darkness dense. 

O George ! 0 Joanne 1 your Toioos thrill tny heart 1 
In such a song stars only could toj^o part. 

Their eyes upon mo light my whol(l soul throngbj 
And all its darkness breaks to heavenly hloe. 

Jeanne smiles bewildered ; George has bold bri|j^ eyes ; 
Both totter, — inebriate pets iroitt PsrtuiUse 1 

K. Ihmux. 


THE SXESTiu 

S 1 

Sai-b shelteied from the noon*tlda 
And noises of the busy day, * 

There slco^i , serene and free ftom esiS^ 

Jeanette, my child, turod out with tdayv^ 

They, more than we, the dresttdaiid need, . *' 

Thubp children fresh from Heaven's ovni ndjils! 

The M«ild IB cold and bleak indeed 
For gentle hearts that know no gnile. 

She seeks the angels and the fay% 

Titaiiia, Puck, aqd Ariel tO|7( 

With cherubs she m fancy pli^ ^ 

’Mid sylvan groves and skies 

O, great our wonder could wo ktt^ 

The hidden joys of that hlset slsiqi; 

What dazzling sights, what virions 

While watch her guardian angels ' 

Thus at the still meridian hour 
When birds are mute and winds are stayed, 

When e’en each fragile leaf and flower 
Forgets to tremble in the glad^ 
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Jcanotte takos her siesta then, 

And her mamma can also rest, 

For nature wearies even when 
We’re helping those wo love the be&t. 

These tiny feet of roseate hue 
Are resting like the peaceful soul ; 

The cradle lace of azure blue 
Seems an immortal^s aureole. 

^There lcK>ks to my eumplured sight 
A rosy light amidst the folds. 

1 laughs Sind sadness takes its flight ; 

A radiemt star that cradle holds. 

The cooling shadows round her cioop, 

The wind holds back and dares not blow ; 

When suddenly from out her sleep 
Her eyes ro-ope with momdike glow. 

Her lovely arms she first extends, 

Then foot and foot with charming grace, 

And now her mother o’er her bends, 

And gazes on her^arling’s face. 

She thinks of all the sweetest names 
To call her for her own dear sake^ 

And then ^twixt smiles and tears exclaimed, 

< horror I there you ari. awake ! ” 

David Tolmie. 


THE MOON. 

1 . 

grass, with bright, grave brow Jeanne thought; 
1 Jeaunc, tell me^ is there aught 

Yon wantlf^for I obey these charming dears, — 

Snbmis^t slaves of an their smiles or tears, 
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Diviner of thoughts that pass through heads divmo. 

Jeanne ansaeied me ; ^'To see some beastSi I pine,*’ 

An ant just then appeared ’moug grasses tall; 

Look, look * ” I cried. But Jeanne scarce looked at all : 
No, no * the beasts are alwa^^ Wg.*^ 

Their dream 

Is grandeur. Ocean aitb his boundlass stream 
Allures them, cradled by the conquering might 
Of wa\cs and vrinds that loar ia 
They need tho wondrous, love 
“ I gi lovc no elephant's at hi^ci,^ 1 saidi $ ^ 

“ Hut IS there nothing; else whitth I <NM| 

With tiny finger sk} waid fixed, mj jpot 

Cued, “ 'rbat ! the calm bout 'ttritt diM, 

And m hushed heaven I saw the (oB ntiOn rJfS. ' 


II. 

You want the mount Yes ; draw it iVott idkf 
No : frotu the sky ' Alack, all ejOrtB fitiL 
"Tis always thus Dear little ooet, ;0U mUffh 
A toy from heaven, so m v<fid ait I wave 
My hands to catch fau* Phosbe in her fti^hti # 

The blessed lot of gra^dsue 

Upon my head and made a gvmthl 

Though fate such bnlliaot toys hM^ 

Towaids >ou I feel he should be hie iltonr 

But come, let’s rca>0D. George Hew nfind * 

God watches us, aud being HimsetCa^tntft 

Old grandpapa. He knows whet iMie dkud 

And takes good care to be upon His gnindL 

A grand-dad loves his pete, and thioiM it h«|d 

All baby-orders he cannot obey} 

So, lest a silly old man should have bis my, 

God takes the stars, not yet to cradles given, 

And them on the highest hooks of heaven. 
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m. 

*' Wfaat greedy little rascals I mother cries ; 

*• They long for all^tbat meets their roving eyes, — 
Cakes, cherries, apples, all must pleasure yield. 

If they hut bear a cow low in a field. 

Till) ' Quick I some milk I ' Tb^ raise banditti’s ci ics 
If bags of bon-bons look a likely prize ; 

And nov they’d have the moon i ” 

Why not! I hate 
The piftUneas of thodb miscalled the great. 

And love, amared, the grandeur of the small 
Ah, yea I an infant’s soul cxpauds for all 
I’m lost In thought before such greed as secs 
Worlds shadov-girt, and stammers : “ If yon x>lcase I " 
If it vrere mine to give, indeed, yon moon 
3hduld in » moment be my pet’s bright boon. 

I know not what they’d make of thee, ’tin true, 
II^BiltyM, 0, moon, I feel thou art their due. 

'Jl^y honven where Swedenborg still travels on, 
Ih^^^yast abyss with all its mystery wan, 

I wotdd, entrust unto the obildren's care. 

Tbsil somlne sphere still spinning through frore air, 
W^h, judged eroteis no loud storm assails^ 

With wBtade)i of shadow and death, with vales 
BUwdnl as ^ena or like hells accursed, 

And awful mountain-vistas light-immened, 

JlIrt Mnks yon littk kneeling ones would make 
^ ll^Sr plaee 9i for the angels’ sake : 

|»]|t'fb^hil^d pltMO their love, thrir hope, their prayer, 
vast, weird adventuress should bear 
9b Ci<l4,pV«f(mnd the thoughts of sweet small hearts. 
Whthti bhild slumbers dream by dream departs 
9altelSer realms than outs can ever reach. 

A pew ehild-taith unto the world I preach : 

'JS 
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]{ little fearless darlings set their love 
On something sparkling bright in heaven above, 

I feel they ought to have it That a sphere 
Should bo ruled over by a child is dear. 

£v’n our demerit masters many thisgi. 

Oh ! what a lesson to astonished kingih 
Scoiug a vorld by infant-haoda eotttrollodf ^ 
To little angels crowned with lodes 6t gOid» 

To thorn whu’d blithely rolgn by 

IM gi\o vast worlds immexSMl Jh 

Those, too, by darkling spirits 

The enormous circle of the , 

Why not 1 To them who hard ito 

The power is given to wield a wU^ ^ ' 

Yes ! often when my thought ijlAft’df 

Musing on innocent love’s traMoehitiMi'iMTW ^ 

1 deem tlu-re must be, in some hihvenvildittMefh 

Some angel grander tlian our dte^ 

Hidden by God, in some Bapiwne‘lnap4^hi(|Q||h 
On souls of children gifts of stanr ^ idtOWee. 

, I7t It 


MY JEAKNB. 

Mt Jeanne, whom I^tenderiy 

Is queenly in right of her seic '' ' 

Is to beautiful bo, to have 
And to make by a look the 

To know aught of nothing saVf d>e«% 

To enthral the most learned jWn9% 

To be gentle as Heaven, as la&^aa>|^ 1 

To the sad or ungrateful, the 

j'eanne knows all about for sbe^aged dKue; 

And she is the dower of my o]4 eg^ SM 

To contemplate, cherish—my joy, uty t 

My verse, which seems worddess when she is in sigh 

Is inspired by her glances, emd filled wHh her chat. 
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Hor dress is a Tvondcr, bon itching her hat, 

Her red shoes are dainty, her movements as light 
j&a a fly’s on the wing ; and the oolouns as bright 
Of the costumes she shows off with womanly pndc, 

Vnth a glimpse of the womanly spirit inside. 

her due to be queen, to be fair is her light. 

’WUW' her sweet reign commences my wisdom ukes flight. 

David Toimik, 


JEAKNE IN DISURACK. 


. J|jr the doth room a oonviot, Jeanne confined, 
fltro dry bread, {ntts duty out of mind, 

'Jlwd makes nte creep — old rebel that I am !— 

To smt>8ffla ^ ^ den a pot of jam. 

Oattght lb this treacherous act, straightway all thoac . 

.Ob the righteous household laws repose, 

fShtem i ” though Jeonue avers witli guileless grace 
- l^t'fiever more dlieU make au ugly face. 

aS repeat, For shame 1 That naugifty child 
what paltry pleadings you’re beguiled ; 
dbayMMltyDa always smile when scolding’s due ; 

' Fmmteteufa made a mock of, thanks to you 1 
AA iitiWiBebt, all tiw Uvelij^ day, 

Ton t^epp eeme la your bod reckless way ; 

' Otderb iat|p(»slhla’* 1 hang my head. 

And say, To that, tbereb nothing to be said ; 
IChs'ytxoQg. Alt, yaq 1 ^when such tho reins assume 
f quickly driye the ftattons to their doom. 

on thread, jAease, ha this dark room.” 
or|k>isouId deserve it bettei^ ao we will.” 
j^jorn the comm' durk where small and still 
eat, idie whispered, UfUi% eyes that swam, 

‘ fJkSft mind, dear ! Soon I’ll bring you a pot of jam.” 

' N. it Tveruak. 
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THE POOU CHILDREN. 

Of little ohiUIron take fond care^ 

God IS within them, they aM grqait* 
For they have breathed a , 

As stars in the celattal ahtik 


He in His goodness sends iw tiwss^ 
Endowed with messag4^nf]l^ji^. 
Their sunny laugh Bis wisdom 


Their gentle brightnest tgH|ik«l 
For thoirs is happiness ttOtllli V; 
The angels weep when 
The Heavens shake if 

Tho r«iibcry of the chiUt^ potSiJn^^'^ 
To VICIOUS man alone fo dNAf} /M> 
Who holds tho angcAsitt 

Oh 1 what a blot on HeniwW^S^*' 


God looks upon those 
Whom He has sent tia «t]^ we 
Ho sent them clad ht 
How oft in tags and 


GllANDFATHI 

r 

Dakck, little gilds, bo; _ 

' All in a fkary ring'^ 

Seeing you danch^ 

, Woods will blossom 

Dauco, little queens, AS i 
All in a faery ring: 

’Neath the oaks, dreaming sedately, 
Tendeily lovera wilt cling. 
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Dance, little sprites, so frantic^ 

All in a faery ring : 

Books in the schoolroom pedantic 
Soon vill be burgeoning 

Dance, little pets, so beanteous, 

All in a faei7 ring : 

Birds <m the branches perched duteous, 

Soon vill be clapping each wing. 

Dance, little fays, in the meadow, 

All in a fiieiy ring : 

Soon in the sunshine and shadow 
Lordiet flowers will spring. 

DancCi l&tte maids, so rosy, 

All in a faery ring : 

Each beau to each belle, quite cosy, 

Says some pretty, false thing ! 

N. II. TrERMAX. 



LOVE POEMS. 


ONCE MORE TO ram 

For thee, my love, for thee I 
With Hymen’s song thoa doet 
What other name with 
No other song, no other patfc. p 

It is thy look that makes m; 

It is thine image makes my ^ 

Fearless I walk throu^.ahad^^ 

For from thine eyes celestii^, 

Thy gentle prayer my destiti;^ U 
And safely «>utch me sho]^ lik ^ 

When thy voice soft, yet prdiii^i 
It sends me forth life’s dutiii 

A voice from heaven shall < 

IlloomiQg in earthly fields, #1 
A virgin pure, to heaven thy/| 

Reflects Us flres, and eobej^j^^i 

If thou entrance me with 
If thy robe brush md lightty^jl 
I seem to touch the Templ^^ll 
And say with Tobit to the i 

Wlien on my sorrows 
I know wy fate must with ii 
As some good priest, 

Sees a fair maiden to the ti 

Thee, like some being far my 
Thee, like some prescient ano 
like some fond sister, whom my ^ 

Like some lost infant, sent to cheer thine 
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7bjr name alone mine eyes with tcura mil fill, 

I veep aince life la ever full of ill , 

BMlta wd mid thy home can never be, 

piece f^r henre 'neatb some o’ershadoning trio 

peace and joy be hers from trouble free ' 

]|W ell W days belimg, 0 Lord, to Thee , 
pKSy Thee blew her, for her fruthfnl mind 
)|K vtrttie seehl true happiness to find 

Cbaulss Mattiilw, M A 


BStOVED NAhlEL 


perfume pare, fame's crown of light, 
iSbk )Meat numnur of departing day, 

>i^(^M4^|rieQdahip’e plaint, that melts at piteous sight, 
fhMW^ (d each hour at flight, 

,^T||a him vhtoh beauty grants with coy delay, — 

r' ' f < 

jlDw (Wtea-fold ecatf that parting storms bcitow 
'l4jli||l^)^Mpby to the prood, triumph mt sun ; 

^ jri|iilQng accent of % voioe we know, 
l^^t^f^thralldd maiden’s secret vow , 

diroatn, ere life’s first sands be run, — 

hf dittant ehdm, the moming's sigb, 
eun, inquired the febl^ Memnou’s frame, — , 
that* hbtttmed, ao trembling die, — 
i4|wiMllWtcat ^eWB that 'mid thought’s treasures lie, 
JmUte nen^ ef aveetnesa that can match Her Narc ' 

*||aifr l^lta utterance, like a prayer divine^ 

R S^wAMch wartded song he heard the sound ; 

U|d>^t in darksome &ae8 to shine, 
ijW^ word which at some hidden sbniie, 

1^ atdf-eame voice forever makes resound I 
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0 fi lends ' ere yet, in living stmius of flame, 

My muse, bewildered m her oirclings wide, 

Witli names the vaunting lips of pride proclaim, 

Shall daie to blend the one, the purec neater 
hich love a treasure la my bnetik 

Must the wild ky my faithful liW||i4%ipii^ ‘ 

Be like the hymns winch awotdlh , 

To solemn hirmonies attimed. 

As, music show’nug fiom his ViculeM^^iM 
On heavenly airs some uigcd 
Oabolih* 


THE SYLPA 

Thou, whom within these happy wallii, 
beemmg, 

. Bcliind tho lighted window pane my ]* 

0 ni iiden, open to me, fot 1 hear the I 

The daikncss round about mo is with gBjMl t 

And souls of dead men gibber in thek 

Saeet virgin, Tm no pilgrim, who from (Ml^l 

Has come to tell my story m thy litijU 
Nor a paladin for conquest and for d(e^ ef 1 
Whose bugle horn aaakes th$ morn 
# With a war-ciy ^htth the fair ones Vwf Wll^' i^d 
fear. 


My hand bolds neither staff nor lahee trltiblki kf 
Nor do I wear the kuight’s long beard. 

I Live no humble rosary, nor swqjp 
Aud if I blew a bugle-blast the menqr 
At the {eebic sound extracted wouMi *h$i^ laitgtied At tno end 
jeered. 

Fm a sylph, an airy being, who is Icaar tbM poctVi dreaming, 

Son of the rsFcent spiingtide, and a eldld of rising mom, 
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A guest of cosy hearth fire ahea the whiter clouds are streaming, 
A spirit that the light shoas on the pearly dew drop gleaming, 

A dweller in the ether, of all Tisibleuess shorn. 


This eve a happy couple .voro with solemn voices talking 
Of that etoruat danie which bums within the human breast. 

I stayed my flight to listen. Ere they started homeward walking, 
^ey hissed and caught .my wing, and thus, my fuitbcr progrui>s 
’ . hao&ing^ 

kept me till 'twas far too late to seek my lose aud rest. 

Alast aSeal my rose is closed, I may not reach my dwelling. 

open to ma, Cb&telaine ! take pity upon me ' 

Reoi^Va a child of sunshine, for the night fog’s npwnul welling ' 
Wttkha’^hr bed I'll lie so light, my prosenoe uc\er tolling , 

Yoa’d waken and you’d wonder whore this little sylpii could be 


My bro^mv all have followed with the light that has dcpaitcd. 

Or Mlis team of night which softly all the blades of grass bedew ; 
thwi tiidr horrid chalices, the lilies, kindly-hearted, 
HdWmpsQed, but alas, alas 1 my efforts have been thwarted, 

SOW my hopes are centred, Lady Chatelaine, in yon. 

0^ liMwtt tnntte, maiden ; of the night-tide I am |carful 
me in its shadow, as if in a mouster net, 
AmWk*j|iNn40ms white and pallid, among ghosts that ore nn- 

Ambmjf^dsmons Loll can’t number, hut of which it’s nonily full, 
And ^a’ofls which haunt tho grave-yards, and with th ngsi 
^ 4iaii» bamd yet 

TkMisUa'way moiDont 'wben the solemn dead arc dancing 
Wiiil toot, while over them the pale moon shows its 

^ftj ^^ahiaemtt vamptte round tim with a horrid glare is glancing, 
kt Imnsfl th« htmuhling sexton who is towards him slow advancing, 
tKlMMSS kn draws into an open grave with fiendish-like grimace. 
jf^ydlwarMall black and hideous^ with powder and with ashes, 
liks gWMies descend in hundreds Jto their deep and soundless 
pit 
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Tho sprite of st^^lo fautftstio o’er the riishca darts and flashes ; 

And the burning salamander on the fresh wave sports and splashes ; 
While bluish flames arise aronndi and o'er the waters flit. 

Only fancy if a dead man, his lone weariftosa tO lighten, 

Should enclose me in his funeral urn, alone among hts bones; 
Or if some necromancer, thinking I his cell might brighten, 
Should entice mo to his tower, where the midnight soundi^ would 
frighten, 

And should link mo to his belfry With its sad, tones* 

Oh, lot your window open ! If away 1 now am'drtven,\ -M . , 

I must sock for some old bed of moss whore lowtW iisordslie. 
Where, if 1 dare disturb thorn, into pieces ITl b^ liten. 

Oh, open ! for my words arc soft like those by Ibyttr given 
So gently to his mistress, and a pure light fills aiihi^:jey^ 

' ^ J' i ' _ f H 

And then, T nm so ))i-ctty 1 If yon conid ■ 

As tlioy frcinblc in the daylisht, so tra»Q]pSit»nt\iu|d tQ.^1 1 
I’ve tlio hriglitiicss of the lily of the land of 
And tho roses are my sisters, hut they also atoiny raiOiotHlrV.' . 
And they quarrel for my riidianco and the poi^hitae I OXlhde> 

I should like as in a happy dream to ^lace my»e^ before ye^ 
tiuitc close to yon (my sylphide ret^ec^ it vei^jy^ 

The butterflies hare heaviness, and htnD.eai]t^bil^ QOKloty, 
Wtien clad in gorgeous raiment, like a king itt iiiutomafory, , ' 
I visit all my palaces, the flow’rs wheraia I dwell , , 

I am cold and vainly weeping, for the froat ia very ebilfiog } 

If only I could offer you a bribe you* borne to ope. 

To give my golden corolls and my dew-drop I’d ||e wOling j 
But I, alas ! have nothing, so my ango^ IdlUng, 

For cacb sunshine gives and robe me, too,, of tehat might make 
me hope. 

What will you, that while sleeping, I should bring you aa a present I 
A fairy’s scarf I or pinion of an angel from above I 

o 
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Yuur night 1 will make lovel}’, ere the pale moon hides her creseeut, 
With thoughts of wliat the day will bring of all that’s bright and 
pleasant^ 

And beauteous dreams of heaven will pass to softer dreams of 

love. 

0 do 3 "ou fear lest in the gloom of night perfidious 

The voice that now is speaking might the Ciiatolaine deceive ; 
That the wand’ring sjdph is trying by a stratagem insidious 
To betafay a gentle maiden 1 Nay, the very thought is hideous ! 
If I hod hut a shadow I would flee it, I believe. 

He we^t — but all at once before the ancient bell was pealing, 
There came a voice-— a ghost, no doubt, that sp«»kc in quiet way ; 
And forth xipon the balcony a lady’s form came stealing, 

But what she said, or what she did, there's no means of revealing, 
Or if she let her lover in, there's none of us caii say. 

Ooir.vip: M]TC!u>:Lr« 

THE LOVEli'S WISH. 

Otil were I the leaf. that the^ wind of the West, 

His coiirse through the forest uncaring, « 

To sleep on the gale or the wave's placid breast 
In a pendulous cradle is bearing. 

All fresh with the mom’s balmy kiss would I haste. 

As the dew-drops upon me were glancing, 

When Aurora sets out on the roseate waste, 

? And round her the breezes arc dancing. 

On the pinions of air I would fly, I would rush 
Through the glens and the valleys to quiver ; 

A. ' the mountain ravine, past the grove's drcainy hush, 

- the murmuring fall of the river, 

: l3y the darkening hollow and bramble-bush lane, 

V To catch the sweet breath of the roses ; 

PaSfc the. land would 1 speed, whore the sand-driven plain 
^Neath the heat of the noonday reposes. 
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I'ast the rocks that uproar their tall forms to the sky, 
Whiiico tlic storm-fiend his anger is pouring; 

Past lakes that lie dead, tho’ the tempest roll nigh, 
Anti tlic turbulent whirlwind t>e roaring. 


Oit, on wouM T ily, t ill a charm stopped my way, 

A '^•h.irru that would lead to the bower 
Wh.‘i o the da\iglitcr of Araby sings to the day> < 

A t tlic! dawn and the vesper hour* 

Tii< n hovering down on her brow would I lights 
’Midrti her golden tresses entwining; . \ 

I’hia gleam like the com when the fiel44 ^ bright, 
And the fc<unboams upon it shining* 




A single frail gem on her beautiful bead, 

J should sit in the golden glory; 

And ]*roudcr Td be than the diadem Biw^e^ad 
Hound the brow of kings famous in story. 


THK LOVE-DAWN. 

1 / :,y. hisch ^i>irit of souse is yottw to «ntfattt» 

M-'ii s soiilb yotir song’s so puj*, and, wW yon.dn^i^ , 
jloarti so for liliss boat higher ; . ' ■ . ^ 

‘..vely is Mie light no summer skies " . • ' 

. . - '.'ll rho 'low of pity in your deep eyes, • 

U! 'ove tlio snmiier fire, — 

That when you deign, young Star than heayesi’s more bright, 
To* lighten with one glorious smile the night 
Whose shadow round us ciiogetb, 

As in the forest dark the bird ere mom, 

A tender thought, in bowers yet darker boro, 

Trembles, till blithrlv it siugetb. 
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Too holy art thou, too lica%’enly swoct to hear it ; 

An angel- woven veil cnfc»hh thy spirit, 
liove soon shall <lraw a])art ; 

And then, as now, the angel watching thee 
Will smile liOve’s rosy blush of dawn to see 
In the pure heaven, thy heart ! 

N. U. Tycrman. 


«LAST NIGHT/' 

s 

Last night, which deep midsummer lustrously 
Gemmed, with its countless stars seemed uortliy thee; 

So li<dy its hush, its breath so amorous ! 

So softly it lulled all sounds, all giiefs, asleep 
With dews from infinite heaven that ycanictl to weep 
Upon the flowers and us ! 

Nigh theo I stood with joy s bright fires fullillcd, 

Vest with tby starry soul my soul was thrilled. 

IguMnoed, 1 gazed on one so pure, fair ’ 
Whi]<i^4hough no wing of word clothbd then thy thought, 
The tender love-dream from thy heart’s bower sought 
My heart, to nestle there. 

And X blest Ood, whose infinite grace ainl power 
Upon the niglit and thee such light could shoacr, 
mine eyes such loveliness to sec : 

^ Nought holier or more beauteous hath He made 
txii earn or heaven than night thus star-arrayed 
SmlBng on one like thee I 

Oh 1 by the faith love taught, Him let us bless. 

The world He made and thy rare loveliness ; 

He hath touched my heart, enraptured my dim eyes. 
*Ti* He whose smile shall make all mystery clear, — 

He, who now makes thine eyes more glorious here 
) Than stars in vouder skies ! 
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'Tib God who ^ves foi bpirit to all things Iom*, 

As wings to bear the body of a dove ! 

'Tis lie who veils bright day with lovebor night : 

Who on tliy form, 0 bwoet, whioh4 adore, 
llOiiuty as from a brimming cup doth pour,-— 

On uiy fond heart delight 

Give love abiding plaeo ! Oh I love, ’tie all 
Tliat one legiots, that one would fain recall 
Wiioii 3'outh M ith all its joya no zuoro is scetk 
Loveless, cuith s proudest beauty Scitroe could move, 
the brow, but tlio brow's crown is love-*^ 

Cio^n tliLO my spirit's queen I ^ 

0 sweet, believe me, what fulfils a soul 
Is not a liUlc gold, a little dote 
Of glorj',- ^nst pride stirs on fields of jSghtJ ^ 

Kor rnad ambition, buihler of vain visions 
Soon to be scattered with wild winds’ derisions 
From the dull dioanicr's sight : 

No, no I oian’s soul ih set on bettte 
Thought blent with thought, as hand in band titst clings 
Joined lips whobo kisses were but sighs apart ; 

And all Iho dews of love that bathe lovers 
Ami all the manied niubic of tliAt lyre 
Which vibrates in the heart ! 

Nought is there ’neath the sky which ianot bl^sst 
With a sw'cet haunt, a dear and sacred nest 
Wlieicto one aye returns though far one roi^e ; 

The fisher linth his barque, each bird ifa 
Eagles tlie mountain, swans the placid lakOi-^ 

While loving hearts have love I 


N. R . Tvkkmav. ' 



54 


POEMS B \ VICTOR HUGO, 


SONG. 

If there be a sweet meadow 
Where Jieaven rains delight, 

Where Juno-shine or March-shadow 
Gives some flower to sight, 

Where one may call the slender 
Lily, the hedge-row splendour, — 

0 nught 1 there but tender 
Fit path for a foot so white ? 

If there be a heart beating 
For love and lovelier Right, 

The step of Dhty greeting 
Without one throb of fright ; 

If this high heart beat ever 
Thus, in most high endeavour, — 

0 take thou from it never, 

For mine, thy brow so white I 

If there be, sweet with roses, 

A love-dream, which, each night« 

And each brief day, discloses 
Some hidden bloom more bright, 

A dream which hetven blesses, 

Where soul loved soul caresses, — 

Ijeaveme earth’s wildernesses, 

Nest rtere thy bosom white » 

N li Tyebman. 


*»THE DAWN-GATES OPEN.” 

TJ9^ daim-gatwi open, still thy gate 

Is shut ! 0 Sweet, why dost thou sleep 1 
Thy sfstersrose smiles ; wilt thou wait, 

Knowing that if thou wake not, she must weept 


MOXE STRONG TUAN TIME. 


0 my loved One, 

Hearken me 
Sinj'ing, weeping, 

But for thee I* 

All things at thy gate are singing : 

Lint ' dawn ttiiU : '* 1 bring tbs day.** 

Tlie bird : " All melody I'm brlnij^ng.'* 

My heart — love, love, is all its lay 1 
0 my loved 0ns, 
ilearkon me 
Singing, weeping^ 

But for thee I 

Oh ! I wumhip, I approve tiies 
Such, that verily Qod sssms 
To h. •> given me spirit to !bv« thss 
Only ; sight but for beams 1 
0 my loved Oae^ 

Hearken me 
Singing, weepings 
But for thee i 

Ni B. t^nsnusT. 


MORE STRONG THAlT TIMS. 

SiKcs I have set my lips to your foil oup^ my tVMrib 
Sinco I my pallid face between yoor bands hsivbltud, 
Since I have known yoiu: soul, and all the btoom o( it, 
Ai^d all the perfume rsfe^ no<iil''1niried in tbs sbads; 

Since it was given to me to hoar one baj^ vbils^ 

The words wherein your heart spoke aU its mysteries. 
Since I have seen you weep, since I have seen you smile, 
Tour lips upon ray lips, your gase upon my eyes ; 
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Since I have kno\^ ii upon my foa'bcful glance and gleam, 
A ray, a einglc ray, of your star, veiled always ; 

Since I have felt the fall upon my lifotiino’s btrcam 
Of one rose poinl f»lucked from Ihe robCb of your days ; 

1 hoir am bold to say to tho swift-cbangiug hours, 
Pass^pass upon your way, for I grow ue\or old, 

Weo to the dark abysm with all }our fadin t fl'*wc‘is, 

One rose that none may pluck, within my luai t 1 liuld. 

Your fljdug wings may smite, but they can ntver spill 
The cup fulhlled of love, from which my li[ s are wot. 

Uy heart has far more firo than you have iro&t to chill, 
My soul more lovo than you can make my soul forget. 

Andukw L\nq. 


SONG, 

Smcff each soul hero below 
Takes and returns 

Ferfumo, or fires that flow 
Prom song’s bright urns ; 

Since here each simplest thing, 
At oven or morn, 

Lends unto Lovo’s wist spring. 
Its rose or thorn ; 

Since April to the trees 
Gives sweetost sound. 

As night to weariness 
Slumber profound ; 

Since to thft branc^ the wind 
Gives tho blithe bird ; 

Since dawn leaves dew behind 
1’ tho flower scarce stirred ; 

Since when tlie wave no more 
Strives, faint for bhas, 



SONG. 


Yet, dying upon the alioie, 

Uivcb one last kiss ; 

1 give thoQ at this houi^ 
liOw-boaed o*or thee, -• 

That thing of liollest povor 
I have lu mo I 

Take then, 0 take mj tkoughti 
\V Inch, b.id apart. 

Ah a dew of tears is brought 
To thy glad heart ! 

jif 

Take then each spceehlets 
O my most sweet ! 

The shadow ou my brow, 
the flame more ileetl 

My transports filled with fiiWSi ' 
Conburnmg wrooga, 

And all curcssiug choirs 
Of weak-wmged songs 1 

My soul which in midnight 
A frail balk strays, 

M ith one mh star in 
Thy Steadfast face f 

My muse, which silent hours 
Rock softly and dream, 

Which, veiled with thy besrVdiowers, 
Doth seldom beam i 

Take then, 0 dearest, best, 

0 beauteous One I 

This heart whore nought could rest, 
IjOVc beiug gone 1 


N, R. Tvermax. ^ 
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MY THOUGH T S, 

yfk*v do I drefim oft Far from the low roof 
mfhew XK>w yo children, I dream of you ; 

Of font young heads that are tho hope and crown 
Of my full summer^ ripening to its fall ; 

Bl^imohes whose shadow grows aloi^g my wall, * 
Sweet souls scarce open to the breath of day, 

Btlll dassled with the brightness of }oiir dawn. 

I dieam of those two little ones at play, 
miog the threshold vooal with thoir erios, 

^^Hslf ieaxS) half laughter, mingled sport and stiifo, 
^*|4ke two dowers knocked together by the wind. 
iJt ot the elder two — more aniious thought — 
BltilstiDg already broader waves of life, 

A eouioious innocence on either face, 
pensive daughter and my curious boy. 
dream, while the light sailors sing, 

At I'M) moored beneath some steepy shore, 

^ yfiXbi the waves, opening all their nostrils, breathe 
^ A'lhpMnd eoa-Bcents to the wandering w«url, 
whole air is fall of wondrous souiids, 

BYrn sea to etrand, from land to sea, given back — 
AltniV ami «id, thus do I dream of you. 

OlhdidnB^ and house and homo, tho table act, 
flowing hearth, and all tho pious care 
mother, and of grandsire kind ; 

•And while before me, qfiotted with white sails, 
limpid ocean mirrors all the stars, 
ili'IAlMi vldle the pilot, from the infinite main, 

^ liMlai witii calm eye into the infinite heaven, 
'^If^hwaming of you only, seek to scan 
,'ju4i|ktbmn idl tny aonl’s deep love for you — 
tkxds sweet, and powerful, and everlasting — 

And dnd that the great sea is small beside it. 

JhAlin Vnivenity Mngfiuae, 
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LOVE’isj TKE\(’nE110US POOL 

Devr Child, at first dear lovo’a a mirror bright 
Wheico’er fati uomea bond witj} fimd 48light 
For bold 01 timorous gasmg ; 

With bcaveuly beams eaoh heart it 4oth 
iknig all good things lovdiOTi idl thiols ill 
IV >m the lapt soul erasing. ^ 

Then ono bends nearer, 'tis a po<^ r * «» ftnd tfa^ 
A do(p ab}hm * and dinging han4a tro 
1 0 banks frail flowers are etowtifng 
Chaiming is lo\c, but deadly • Fear it| 

In a ii\er fust the foolish little leak 
]>ip then a fair form’s dr(>Wtihxg» 


GUITAU SONO. 

“ How, bow, how," w rt wA'h^ 

“ O’er the water-wajf ' 

Floe false siren'* lay!" 

» Ko«, ro% row I" 

“ Hott, how, how," tdeed 1 km* 

“Lull for over and aye 
Soi row and drear dieiB^rt" 

“ Bleep, sleep, deep ! " aaid ebe^ 

“Hew, hoa, how," adted lwM«» 

“ Make one lovely SCey 
Mine for ever and aye!" 

“ Love, love, love !" sighed she. 

N. K "^vEBiiaK. 
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“OH, WHEN I SLEEP »» 

Qu ! when 1 eloop, eomc tenderly, sweet, 

As Laura to Petraroli at cvoiiiug 
CaiDO smiling, luul, passing, 0 bid oui biealhs mi^ct. 
My mute tuouik, 0 most sweet, 

Siiddeu eball sing 1 

Tenderly o’er my wau forehead, 0 sweet, 

Bow thee ; so surely the dusk- winged dieam 
®ia1l fade as a vapour a staPs looks meet. . . 

Atid my dream, 0 roost sweet, 

Sudden shall beam ! 

Then bow thee nearer, more tenderly, sweet, 
Llgfat'Stream of love whouco angels might si ikc 
tiOV«hihir8t,*-~nay, womau I and with a kiss greet 
Md.-. . and my soul, 0 most sweet, 

Sudden shall wake I 

N. K. Tyiumw 


THE LADT-BIRD. 

An ! ” she stud, what can it bo 
Fvlgets met” I looked, and lo I 
, On her dimpled neck of snow 
Lady-bird couched amorously I 

*Twas my duty ^but ^tis known 
At sixteen one timid is — 

On her mouth to see the kiss, 
lotting lady-bird alone. 

% 

Lady-bird sltouo Vke a shell, 
SiH.ckled oVr with black and rose. 
All the song-birds on the boughb 
Whist to SCO what then Ixefell 



A IVAIK TO THE WOODS. 


Mouth boniucd like a rose in May. 
Ah, the aweet one never atirredi 
While I caught the latly-bird,-— 
Let the kisa dy far away 1 

Lady-biixl said, ero $hc floW| ; 

“ Son, let this a leston bo^,; 
God must make poor 
Tired of making fools^ Ukt 


A* WALK TO THE 

' - 

1 i)ii) not think at all of BpiK^ " 
\\'alking with Rose to the 
Many a chat did she ptt^pojM^ 

Rut litiio enough had f 

Cold was 1 even as a stone 

Stn»lliiig along with oars^Wr^"^ 
Of llow’rs, trees, sf»oko 
lior bright eyes seemed, tfON] 




Its pearls the dawn-dew 
And the hushed 


I henrkoned lUJzffls 


Eo 8C only heard the 
I sixteen years, and air 


Twenty she, with 


' ■ JBi. 


Amorons : 

Shrill ouzels mocked me 

R<).<ic, on slender limbs . 

Stretched forth her fair krme'ijuiT^tfe^/ 
To pluck a ripe fruit earthanutl weigbinft—i- 
And her white arm I did not see. 
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A biooklet tinkled clear and select 
Among »oft mosses ^neath the ticcs , 

Slowly the heart of nature beat, 

The hushefl woods felt not any breeze. 

Bose took off her dainty shoe, 

«( And plashed, with pretty pouting air, 

^ Her snowy foot in waters blue, — 

Atid| ah i 1 saw not her foot bare. 

I knew not what to say at whiles, 

|gtill following her in solemn guise , 

Often seeing her dreamy smiles, 

And hearing often her soft sighs. 

Boir ffiff du» 1 did not sec. 

Till tripping forth from tlic «nml wa}, 

** I’Q tbink no more of it l ” said she 
SioQh iri^o I tiiink of it alnay 
> N 11 l^EIUla^ 


A7T£B THEOCUIIUS 

lUlW-VOttr, bsM hroir% vith wind and aaten bland 
' Kiiwd> ah* lUd there among tUh nver reeds ; 
iMriahtg her aome princess from faorjland, 

>I {mnUttoredi *‘Wat thou wander through the mendst" 

* f 

^ it me with that supremo regard 

U hdght heeuty makes ito conqueror quake; 

flKArimwed i **1ts Lure’s month ; across the saard 

} ^ hke deigp woods wilt thou our «'jy wo taket" • 

# 1 

WpPy ohe dried her feet ; 

JPheia bekrf my heart through yet a second time, — 
anwtegthe while, for sportive, pcnsive'Swcct. 

Ohl how the »oo<i-b«ds t'*nB then gold''!! chime 
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IIow amoroiiftlj on banks waim wavelota purl! 

Through fioweimg reeds, white brow and bosom bare, 
Coming toward me 1 saw the wild sweet 
Her hair in her eyes, and laughing through her hair. 

JS. TmuaK. 

f 

“ALL MY VEItSjBS.** 

Au my vencti, fund tmil thlngVt ' 

Towjrd thy bo^^er would Am AWS^fJ 
If 111 } von>e9 had but wia0H~ 

Wing of bird, or wing 

Fltmo-i, «ith fitful flaUerbig. 

Tottaid thy hearth they'd 
If my verses had bat winga<>~< 

Wing *■ bird, or wing of i^iitf^ ^ 

* i 

Hound thee aye, in faery ring! ^ 

Would they circle, bng^ 

If niN vciscs had but wingw*^ 

\r »ng of binl, or wmg of Lov# t 

“IF YOU HAVE Kt)UOHT 1)0 8AY YO . 

Ip you have nought to say tO t. 

Why do }ou c^^zne so ?eiy ttggtt 
Why do you smile so tehd^yl^^ ^ 

A smile a king’s heart 
If you have nought to say to xa»i 
* Why do you come so very Heafl 

^ yon ha\c nought to tell to 

Why do you hold mo by the hand ♦ 

Of the heutnh <bcan) that dwells with thee 
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ll^cr, by I.o\c'h own hwcct touniuind, 

If you h.i\o nought to tell to luo, 

Why do }ou hold roe by the hand ] 

If you vill that I part from thec, 

^Vby do you pass so often here 1 
I see yott oter tremblingly — 

"Be my delight^ and 'tis tny fear. 

If you will that 1 part front thec, 

Why do you pass so often hero? 

, ^ U. r\LHMAN 


I 


AT EVENING. 

am genU; thy form, sliglit 

Aa 9 (Rtp^a aa the slender rood , 

Ttiy ipreet heart qtriverod, oven m> might 
^ hii!d^ «ing freed. 

^,A Icmg white sUent, wo beheld 
Hih day &om heaven softly toom* 

What thep (HU trembhng souls iulhllcd } 

Lovel ecu love I 

Event a* att aaigel that grows bright 
And lH(i^(teir, thou didst gaze on me, 

Till thy Btsivlooh abono ’mid my night 
Too nveet to see. 

N. R. TicnuiN 


THE LOVESONO. . 

0 oosne ! an unseen flute 
Hid the orchard-boWcrs is sighing * 
AJ>i the song that makes most mute 
Is the shephenl-song soft-dying. 



n Hisjms /mv ///r sii wo tt 6^ 

Bree/i s ’iieath the elm vmo-clad, 

(Jontly fiet the nvcr-«hadow«.— 

Ah ’ the Rong that makea moat glad 
Ifl the bird-song from the meadawa* 

Be no care m thy brigkt bmat* 

* I^ot UB love ♦ Ay, loVe for 

Ah * tho song the tovelioat 
Is the love-Bong ailenood mfHK* 

WHISPERS FROM TB® ' 

*SnE said : “ *Ti8 true, I am wrong to viMk 

Even thus tho silent hours * 

Still art thou thci my eyes aye gaao 

Watching the heavenly thoughts wMnO ^ wA die. 

“ To see thee is delight * Do I see Wtudly tlMKli 
\ oi without doubt oven now, nrmx ii ft ^ t 

I watch, to * over) ]uin of thmo Is knosrie i ^ 

Li^st some lutrudt r msr thy poe(4oil4blMh 

i '' 

“ I make me very Hinall ai»d etill fatvO, Sif , . 

Ah 1 thou art my strong lion, and X t 

I hear your papers rustle till the M$m i**ei i 

Sometimes jour jh-u will fall-— ’t6| tijfild X<we t 

« Without doubt thou art nune j wMlMmfc idwAl<«|p*)* tprt tmt. ^ 
High thought IS a strong vine Ctail tnjfaoid 

1 know , but still I wish thou wodHU 

When thou art hnned deep thus Shiite 

" evening, and ne’er wilt raise tUns l«pd ilOl((-0B» Wdul igHiak, 

A shadow steals w ithiu my lorlnf heart rf heart ; 

And that I may r«c thee completely, I’m so weak, 

Thou must needs, now and then, see me upon thy jiart " 

N. K TrsKUAS 
k 
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uxnnii THE 'iitux 

Tbvt wandm‘<l hnnd in hand ; with daiKPs g.vy 
The happy nooda wore stirred , what tinic alone 
twain delighteii in a tenderei ivay 
Faint forest leaves ’ncath which thtir souk had giuwn. 

Of tuititade all amorous hearts are fain ; 

!nMMe loverv fidt the leaves ahovo them stiriod ; 

And, jfbarfng to give aught m nature pam. 

'numg the flowers beneath some tlo .1 i<i oft « <» il. 

She knew All names of flowers on lawn and h 1 
That Iflooni, delights of snn and dew to piove ; 

Stie taughtditw. them as truly n^ micht x 1> t - 
ThSu, Iflashing^ asked : **Now tell me, dtai, of love < " 

"0 traresh tn teJk my love I am afraid ; 

Ltxdt at me now, thonlt read it m mine cv< - ” 

She named eeeh ha^y bloom in smi and shade, 
Exponndli^ ^ffhag with blushes kit>scs, siahv 

O fielda ^at neni as heaven to him that hum , 

0 saered nnoda in May’s and I^ove’s cuntm], 

ffimnehed wi^ the perfhme of your flower on flower, 
Dnuitk: sdth the perfume of a woman’s soul ' 

V 

Kight stole upoli 'fhe woods ; in aifeneo thero 
They lingered ; then she murmured : “ Listen, swei t ’ 

A star in heaven aye blooms for thee— my prayer , 

My love ihr thee aye flowMrs beneath thv feet.'’ 

‘ 11. TlLnUAN. 


SONO. 

MAw Fate, whatsoe’er it sliall bo, find thee over 
» Bttong. May to-morrow be sweet as to-dsy ’ 

■On thy soul, 0 beloved, may the «iark waves never 
Of hitter uncbhiug discouragement weigh ; 
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Neither languor, not an^meh of hearts tliat break 
11c thiuu , iior that <lubt which alt silently shokc 
< hi a p.ile bent brow no soft palm doth caress 
'J ho ](} aingb of (orgetfulnsss 1 

0 thou ahom I aorship, let bum stiU ItV 

Tho bongs in tho depth of my apli}, oltohr 1 

lii\e for great nature, for heaven,^ and Iw t 
Let sufliring but kindle love's BSOMder 
Aftci all heart son oars, 1st enter thy heaiA >. 

1 air (iaan, night’s daughter, awset a# 

All the Btarshiue whtoh m tits d«MM latth part, 

All Btnilcs that shimmer thnni|^ tet^^jKIh 1 

I 

LOOKING ON THE EVRWWntt.' ' 

Sup bp iko to me, otic even, with iadgMsI'S^; 

‘ Dear, a by dobt thou regard ap OQhht|ttti|y' 

Night’s gith* Mug glooms, or the dhfHItMpnf aff^ 9t9t 
f)i the gwld Htat ahu h up the eaat tten^'sHlMit 
^\ li It do chine eyes aliovef tiiey at$ iftf t ^ 
lie blind to heaven, and gase 

" From yon vast heaven, deep ahaiibtll^haii^loatittl^ bllM 
\S Inch doth yout sftadfast glapathM 
\V but learn y on that ife wor^ mjf f 

IV hat am you tint is aorth one 
Oh ' from my soul the vit^n*Te{l 
Tf you but knew what myriad staiht tlMl^^daaai 

“ What myriad suns 1 Scest thot^ arhdorhptllt tinitb 
To spint, all dull ^thoughts bright lAa^ io iMtUi 
Devot*on, ahull inwlintos 
Is one With Venus shining co the hittl. 

Kought 18 }ou botnidkvi fucYurei<r^he8rkeii meg 
— my »our« hoaxew w yet more heavenly » 
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“"JH* fair to tee a bnght star bloom above ; 

Id tills dull world most beauteous things are born ; 
BMds aie lovely, lovely roseate mom ; 

Bub aotiung is so lovely as to love 1 

Tike liollest flame and we seronest b£^t 

fil tiia My Inm soul to soul that flashes bright I 

is of mote worth than in the sky 
t ^ 'Tbent frondMas atan which still your fund looks bcan. 
ICflOWfatg wl^Sb ihhig is better for frail man, 
tiod sets the sky a&r and woman nigh : 

To those whose souls yearn toward his somiirc heaven, 
He aaltiii whet else to you is given ! ’ 

** To love hi eB { (M tekes therein delight. 

X^ve you filw heaven with all its chilly glory,— 

' And tiMWi WHt fhid in twain eyes that adore thee 
Ifmw wueltit od tfwnty* and mwe wealth of light ' 

To tovtiV to 86% leelf dream, and undei stand ; 

The tendeieet heM throbs to the heart most grand. 

*' Oome, bslofed ) Bear'st tiiou while wandering 
Among the wooda a harmony most strange 1 
r KMnr% eroded ns then doth change 

a n|ltl^ loves to sing 1 

Oome 1 Bst us Stitiy with oloee^nlink^d arms. 

Bveett net of tuemm t l*m jealous of its charms : ” 

’ 1 . ^ f * 

with the mien I love, 

Ify deerett On# ha siloh wise whispered low, 

lieiniegUINmlpri^ndl white' hand her br^ 

aegti ^bending from above : 

Ilt’p^ wtee whimpered low my dearest One. 

* ' 

vibrated ; with the setting sun 
O M e n es tl ed all the drowsy little birds. .... 

Whet have you done, O trees, with our fund words t 
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0 TockSf with our soft sighs what have jou done t 
Alas ' how dreary is man’s destiny^ 

Since like the bitter do the sweet fleet 

0 Monioiy’^ ♦ Treasure in the gloom I 

Sombre honzon of old thoughts Ottoe v 

Of things cclips6d fondly«cbarished ligh^T 
Faint flnkoun^ of the high-ovanish<4 ^ ^ 

As on the threshold of a soored fciW^ V * 
Dioaming thereof, the drear sotll 


When for the beauteous dawn the i ^ 

Needs must one leave ail th<mg^ 

When nj>i>e’b ( loir cup, bright- 
Isctnpt,>, hurl it thou in ocenn'l fiUMfh ^ ^ 1 , 

Obliv ion ' ’ I’ts the n^vcK wh«ra llA 
Sink , the daik sea where eai^ 


A LOVEaONa’ 

Il.thoii wilt, well dreaia « linbAii. 

Mount wc then two {Mllniift 

Thuu’lt guide me, but I tdiaiB , , 

Toboar#A«. . . Ab t VtSMSSiptl I 

I’m thy lord, and yet thy )|Migp„ ^ 

Start ! Eve etnilee from 

Mine shall lie, in the dtewpl-^lMljy^^^^ 

Joy, while thy ateed ab^ 1^ . 

Oft we’ll make their ' 

Not one star the twilight » 

Gentle are our steeds and " ' 

Since for oats we giro iSitmlllitS^ 

Come 1 our steeds in wild eodefetnNir 
Stamp hoofs, and wild ^bidTCs aifoe; 

’Mid my dreams my steed’s ohime erer 
*rhinc make munc in the skies. 
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Of sonuj b w<pCa"«' ouc hath need * 

Our Vows' burden will we be ir, 

Ail our joys and woes indeed, 

And the flower of thy soft haii 

Come I tlie d&rk^iome e\cn st iins 
The oaks ; the aparrowr hiughs apai t, 

HoaiiOg the nweet sound of the rhiuns 
Botizid turouud my fond trail lioait 

Sweety it will not be my ci mio 
Tl tJm voode^ the bills above, 

Seeing us fude by wdo koop time, , 
HurmuV not : ^ Let n«, too, love ! " 

Oome^ be tender I I am diownod 
lu Uies; the brakes are luojst with dew 

Loi thy b^th wakes all around 

Bettetfilei to follow you. 

* 

11i« dodc «u1ri(m« bird of night 
8i|ully one round fierce oje 

VjUftfiw, bowed over urns biinati]i.<l bn^ht 
In grota, seeing us ridu by, - 

Smilo «iid whisper : “ Do we dream ? 

’Tis Ijfsnder with his sweet . 

Idstttolag to their words* clear Ntreaui, 

* Lo^ oor wster wets our feet I ” 

l^de «e tlifOng^ the forcstought i 
Dawn shall wreathe our lifted broas ; 

Thou be rich, while I in might 
£xasi,*-Hiuch difference Love allows 

Itii^e we, ride beyond dull earth 
On our dream-stoedi awift and f >ir, 

Through the asnre, *mid the mirth 
And ni) story of Loio’s fields of air • 
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\\ 0 \m 11 li lU In ihc 10 111 side 
\t fin inn , tho host \^o’ll pay 
AA ith ihy mthIc of n maidou bude, 

Of a b( liohu iny Good dajii 

'Ihouhi Uh J thy lord! 

( mil , in} he irt H dasod Wltk 

( mn , uni a** juoo the 

Ml we tills uh* toUiaetawdlflltl^ll 

K. % Ttvwkv, 

* 


\KIST(»PHANE8L 


‘L. Mini tlie willows (o mul Iro young vingtOA 
\V ilk , rout d liaio hliouldi’is oliMter golAnA ilQlla J 
Hr vmifli 1 1 on w . 1. tows cannot prBirtW^ 
n lit ii f HI \Un d( ns ionics, a alaokenlng i(t|p 

\ii 1 Mill w 1 1 “ II 111 M' I ” wlul* !«•»«<* 

\m iiK' uul li^ 1 1ll' in itlviiin laughtet of 

til tlio nil <^iii' I luoiuitii t>iicc glad part j , 

llciic ith tht ittiily lioimlis ho many aWrtta r 

\ii« suatt lud, tin iinplioi i icacUo* l»OiH0 

rill grand nil, «1 «v -iiaipb o*« th«M »1» wtb(i% 

(liumbles “ \\ lud had Uiou done, «1»« bAttl oltlgltt band, 

'I'liat all the water on th* w ly ta eptlU* “ 

The inaulcii answoii ‘ I know not,” attd dMMMk 
\\ hat time tin cool hill ahatiow in the Hfttedbi 


TtCugtiicuH, 111 1 1 mils a f u off »oiui4 hf v1m^% 

’’i IS aweet to dioiiii of iic*tiifiic8 stoniHiTfvoni 
And to prepare one’s soul for future dayi, 

'Tm bj the lirtlo ho cosets. less he knotra, 

A man’s most w !'» . ft lot e ’ Dirtpe W apring j 
lU the small vallij hi kimih nur soul* are etirred, 
lly bounteous April at d w imi neste ne’er 4ttU» 

Ih’ milting moss, the roies’ ptrfuroe eweet, 

Aud the swi'ct silonte of tho w.ld stood wav 
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Fair wonicn, inin^^hug voices, to thoir homes 
Beturu, hut ut tho door some stay to talk. 

Wife, of thy hushaad sfjeakhig ill, lake lu'cd, — 
yhy baby-boy regards thoo with wide os. 

Muses^ revete We Pan, the ivy-crowuo<l ! 

K. Tiekman'. 


V THEOOUITUS; 

0 tomt < 3 mi Love, the smalh^st pnl, 

But ^ dire ti^t heart yet ludiuut »<jiLlod ; 

Fatal hle^thd^Ilt^ hia utterance hone\ sweet ! 

At whiles Olie finds him cradled 'inom; deep inns'-, 

Fearful with bri^dit flowers at [il.iy , 

No word, hit SAith believes he ; w ild swoot cno> 

And mw mingled with his tra!*tc joy 
Mata thW ^ietkdow makes, the he. 

Lovealwajfa weeping, triumphs everywhere ; 

Wbmats la tarpatful of the boy g^wl’s kiss,— 

It pd^wnoi^ Imooth as tnaidou's are his lips. 

make tlyr flounces damp in mo i low ^^r.iss. 
tdntmrost tliou at early tiawn ] ” 
Lyd^|!^flea%v*^¥o direful fate 1 yield ; 

1 iWb wd go Dmnoetaa to waylay ; 

Tin fidl dtuik fven fondly still ^ stay,— 

^T3t t» the Wwii and olm ’tis almost night, 

And SrOfp tho foniitaiii leaps the gicen-cycd nymph.” 

4ht % iHmonf WI l ^ ** Trembling, I adore him. 

I oaimot dull him all the flowons at once, 

For one in eatnmer blooms, in autumn one, — 

But, oh I 1 love bim^" ** Lyde, fear Astarte. 
fl%y hearti a prey to sombre dreams, conoeal.” 
iTotf to ber mother must the fond girl tell 
•Star loves at early dawn, when fades the moon, 
laughing, she awakes in her white bed. 

.. X. R. Tyeiiman. 



Mo^c/a s 


73 


AfOSnUTS. 

0 wMPiT^, m the foiost foimtam botho 

1 hp \\o(hK ue d uk but though titraiige voiio69 thrill 

liuu ih [ttlis whence e9^les %bt, 

Tho <1 iikiuis lb uot i>f that drew 

Cl stiiud ti\ bMi < t 

JLs 1)\ 1 III >1 i\ch bt)u tho «>ni1)r$ oiglklk 

^ *♦ 

>< iri I ^ ' 111 , timlir mil puro, audloT * < , 

Mill w SI t iiHiii 'll (111 kiiug thkketo <t|e 

'lilt hiiminii’^' liub ooiwo vaUoyddlos^MlHMf^ 

The M II III icin 1 ill ts tio longer « 

Wh It b util the wind t and, fth t Nm* 

( h thul, bhc b a fluvicr , bot * 

I V ' 

'I hi St IIS lit 111 II I Its V theo m(»« s 

l*i4liiiij[, ch isto unc, with that tWgtHi 
Whuh with ita liuliluitia bcaatjr lidehds ghni^t 
’\( ith fohiffc wliii'ie tho ey« of IlnUmf 
biihtlc II 1 sw 11 1 N I a 1 1 , well aho ktMtm 

Nj ini Ti-. II i'll <1, t 111 n * o godd«WW4|M|l^tW^ 

'tjli ' * •‘ 

„io_ ,Hh It A h iidci lilt « minisA f ' 

Yot o’er 111 ) hL.iil ili( biinimer sun dotlt lA$i^t 
Throiii-h litikitl boughs of rnmy’^imll^ 

The meadows, 1, tho wo /ds, tho 
And ah ' Nciera, love I , soul-incjjww t 

Aje unto Tan s soft imatoral mei6i^, , 

a 

Albeit within life’s bhadc, where eft 
Tar, threatening discoids roll frost 

Albeit across love’s heaven keen lhsh&bl|;ll — 
While with their fl ishcs love's soft amilw 0t» Wdd«B,- 
Fcailcss at whiles to hilen w’t forbiddoit 
Itctwiu two thnndci puls on atnorons flute 7 

K. II TtLBJISK. 
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KACHAN. 

If nil the things the fond sfiul ilreanis 
Into winged httlo lovos might qiiixcr, 

>ij voiCQj, which 'neath the stiury btMins 
JEver ^iroth, sinkclh ever, - 

Which mingles in^ts hymn mov^t ti ndor 
Aetma, £roH, Oabriel, 

Angell and goda^ whose di verso 8]>lcnd(jur 
. Aye bl^da, by aovran love’s bright sjm*!!, 

to leal-Cradled nest^broodn holding 
Sweet nonTerae with stiaugo liLdits afar, 

♦ Bver beneath warm |»lnniago folding 
TIM> btotenly tones of star on stai ), 

Belieath yen 8lumbron<> vault soroue, 

With little aim to help its Hying, 

Bentorth the stars, above the trcim, — 

Oeveeti in innocent sleep soft sighing, 

’J^wetd thee my aong aould «f>w be w.nging, 

Up toaeh thee at rosy break of d ly . . 
ell the .tonga one’s soul is singing, 

' Ktght eHt hiFd>wlng8 and ilcc a\\«iy ! 

iV K. TlJbliMAN. 

BEAUMARClUfS. 

To the WOcMfi I# the woods, O lovely pcasant-girls I 
Beside toeet^l^iWhos^ beasts of burthen are wo, 

Tonr bonnete ^g, and make our hearts the haunt 
Of yonjr <»|i«ieeS| tender, joyous, shy. 

^ia Smiday^ Afar one hears the bagpipe squeak ; 

Ihe wind delights to fret the doidle rvo Is ; 

^ * y^te In the ftelda^ — ^the order of day s signed “ Joy I ” 
Uhe happy birds, who pipe on quarier-dayH, 

Shift homes hs many times us seems them good ; 

All trenibh>e; noer for nought the wood-ways thrill ; 
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The j:roeii forked hottgha above the homM fawns 
Mir stealthily , let's iniitaie the birds,*-^ 

Ah * the small robbers, hoa they gloiy ui siu t , 

Ltt's help the kerchief to make the il^t 
Waudt I mg like Ohloe and Daphne both ^ 

Xot always innocent may mortals 
Ihit this huai'^ ouis, in the cistus thetl 
In moss, i’ tlie grass , this silly scandal 
Love to th it giklluail archly offer 0tltrasltis4, 

^inie gi( cn ni»* mi \ lows, since the 

Ixt •> I<i\ i' ' The ul yll » ith big WQrSs it ^ ' 

Tt ijrcilv ttiho wo will not shout ^ 

liut tthtspii till that whinfcn in the iMlt. ^ 

Jf. 

ANimii: CH^NIEIt. ' ‘ 

0 SwrET, the ( h ii nniijt icAiultil of tliU binll f 
hi trees, in flow on, in ineailows, 'monf ** 

iiliihi snn-t bathing eagles m th« bltllfj , 

Teinpeituons gaiety of the ncreids boMb 
Wide iliiiqifug fuani, and dancing 'tiwuf^ 

Whitenesses which make sailora < 

All glorious sports of goddesses '* 4 *► 

Choosing for cuiioli the seas as thoti tittl IwUftM^ 

All that plays on the Inm^un, ^ 

Hit]' no more splendour than thy 

Thy hymn twlds joj ev 11 to the ' 

•Su{(Crb thou stand’st. Also tiiou • 

And on ni} knee wilt sit. Psycho |Oi e fag t wi 

At whiles like thee assumes a 

Thou cUngs to the neck of the yoth^f 

ran.one strive long with love I TR* i» to htmt 

To taste ni tUo aims of a boloriid heitig 

What honey of heaven Uorl in Hts e reu fanwi toUM i 

An angel *tis to b<*. with man’s dsdfO. 

0 Sweet, rcfti'e mo nought. Csnst tiov be mean t 

K. It. TlBKUlN. 
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*‘Nor A winr now uo i < akl” 

Not a ^l«t nm\ do I cate 
For tho belli V or Ihe sUcjilt , 

If the qiiorii b< dark <>r fair, 

Kfug rule well or ill bis ]»c >plc , 

^ Notxo tQOre igtiomtit, 1 ow a, 

If Iho lord bo piuiid It mcfk) 

If the paimh panon dio a 
Ootfgwl lAtm or gotal <trf # k , 

1ft bo tuiio for daiioo or \\ r < pn ' 

Neete be empty ot brunaicMl ih ao , 

Other oaree keep mt front [au/ 

1 am bead o’er b* cK ru lait 

Jane* mv troublous drtaiu ^ 

*Tia tby tmy f<M>t so ulutc 
Trijp)Hng o’er tho happ> an 
l4ght as bird ni bo^cnug flight * 

IMeoi Jane* ttx} dandful p»\ui ^ 

•Tie that thus thronti;b hun ami h ^ct 
Jm reeietleee ijmn 
Ofaea me aye to tby brt^jbt b m 1 1 

IIMmi* afeMi my wMtroo of tom>« ' 

'fiUMtHhy rate smdes aU i\, 
br^htlter from to 
tma n^e ftom tbe bright today 

tiliteQ^ fane, my source of pleasuic ' 

, 1% skirt’s smallest floaoi I prize, 

^ ^ fhr deber, seeetot treasure 

Than all stars that deck the <iku s 

N Ik T>erma\. 
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LOVM.Y SPOT/’ 

Tni^ ]o\tl> }<m make compl^fta. 

llitb «<H»i thHrt 80 fiecittdod fcaiDk|ii 
hctuis to lu\c i» ivlo lU tUxleU Awaak 
W LtU Jour c\ Ob' mnocotit taaiA fUld 

Oiuti hAth your r08y fltilli cfjffMittli 

0 Jane, }ou proYO the he{^{qf 

Tl at m all it&iuro'a boaittjr mi tCtHHl . 

Hath all yotu long a 

M 

N all lU gifts thi8 Tttle hiAt 

For only >uu, m humble wfanlifi ^ ^ 

I'l a halo roiiml your 
CotiverU ouch path P8illsdi|Mh> \ i 

hile iim d wiKMlland t 

\\ Ith (III/ ^'luo 

KiiotMUi' iiiiit if uiu 8mii» 

f 11 .tii^'< 1 iiM.! t mill a»g<d4vMtr 
(► J ini 1 oil ill p H 1 M 

1 nat Mhin m>u nn« flt«M VOSd^WHfH litliV '- 

IkMwnt ^Tieii , 

hut ai il iM I \ Ik ail» frina mmf Mat 
, ^xKi 

V ^ , 

avory ROSAil 

\ <!’ ARP FI I Why thw 

Uoud l{<n^cn^ ' bipauM 

Sawt nords h«l scarcely dWltapJf f , 

. Wlwm 'luuWj lutto^cA ntda a fifij. 

Each heart dciiciuU <m ite oiro Mrt. j 
The ikv’fl o’«nc.i'-t, the sunbeMMi^^ 

Lovch like the nil, a ft oJwb iro#d 
Ihiri^ii r.tin, uhen lorcra diMj^ree. 
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*Ti 8 as a hen roving tlnongh tlie glade, 

Whose ItMvea are gilt by siHinv June, 

We wander tearless m the shade, 

Knowing the sun will shine toith soon 

Though darkness may our steps o’cr-^hnnid, 

And florae and bitter blows the blast, 
silirer lining sheens each cloud, 

And soon the stoim is overpast. 

1>AVID Toi MM 


FROM WOMAN TO llFAVrA" 

Tun BtOi^IlOiiise of the houh IS vast , 

At first we^te charmed, and then at last 
Convinced Two worlds, thov stand npait • 
The Iasi the mind, the first the heait. 

To lore^ to understaud. 1'ho he n t 
Stops et the first, like buds th it dut 
Through lowly trallcys, but Die soui 
lilies upward to the highci e >il " 

lover takes th^Archangers })laee, 
imd then all Natuio s face 
Is instant changed froip gloom of night 
To,da«fitog pataoe of dcbght. 

'l^}pi4pW99Ae the whole earth thriin;)!, 
itven teethe sprig bedecked with dew 
Tliat faQen hee ; for, wondrous thing > 

1% foMns a nest when comes the Spring. 

) 

Draw back the vril, and let u% see 
That blessed nest on woodland tree. 

^ And that nest will become a lurht 
In forest of the infinite. 


Dav id Toi mik 



REFLKrTlVE POEMS* 

THE DRAGON Fl»Y^ 

\Vi»N to avoid chill vlotM^ iW>Wi *, 

Tlio gildc<l in^fc takes Rs 
'!'(»> otton i» iinblo, bud) o|f Iwhilii 
U k>> tom Its wmga so (ksR <Mii 

So \oiitli nitli all its stren)^ 

Mpiiim? tia* BwwtB ot) «v«y 

Uott INI'- ft f iKl wonod (roa^ 

^^ Imh tin' g-iy Uowenr <rf 

ChUUdt)t<G>illMMLB. 


PRELUDE TO “THE SONGS Of 

JioM ill I note tiitc, hue of tta^ttKkd y<sn» ‘ 
\\ Imh Duih (Mvtdioe iu oavUid«|^ttt 
One KiiMiint ti<ili»ht m the hostttt 
One i niht uit twil'^ht m tfw 

Cued, hojio, tint uirwtion and despafrv ' ' • 

Are hut i numj-liie^. as of day aod. . 

'1 he trlolx', Mmoiinih <1 by deceptive v . 

Is nil iu\> luiKil in tlio same 

And M>i<e is demkaed by the eVtSaiggheWSS; 

The bhejilicrd Kiiiff, <»r uuddeo's Ut lief l»wor,' 
Mixes tvith lusthn;' of the i)eigbk««|i^#«^ 
Within mIioM! toliaj?! is litlled tl^ {K^tt 

Yet .ill unites i Tht winding [lath that leads 
Thio fii Ids wl -re vridiire meets the tnv’llei^ c) 
The iiM I’s ii n/ni. 1 1 nred with wavy reeds, 

The tnuflied jiitln ’i>, erlioinu to the sky ' 
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Tb« ivy smothering the armed tower ; 

The dying wind that mocks the pilots rai , 

The l<»H}ly eqni][Mige at midnight hour 
Praers into Uangor in a fog tlie peer ; 

YM '?otAri«8 Qf Satan or of God ; 

vretoTiod mendicant abvnl>o<l m u<ic ; 
did of mnltitndea that onuanl plod 
Ttld VMW of ooittoicnce m the hcai t bclun , 

Krdvo^ W&ioit Thou, (1 T<on1, aloiio <aiist at ill . 
the atroamkt on ita way , 
that DEwn projects, or aovereijrim will ; 
iQp tMdS* ibonimato might seem to hay ; 

f 

9hi0 MMn of gondotier slow streaining by ; 

llt^y berks that o’er the waters bound , 
trees that shake their foliage to the iX\ ; 

%)ia waiting voloe that fills the cots aiound ; 

JUsd man> who studies with an aching tu ui t — 

^Eor now, when smiles arc larely di emed siiu cie, 
Jn eatn the sceptic bids his doubts dej ui — 
thnoe doabts et length will argiunents apptar 1 


reader, know the subject of my song— 

^ . h IfiysUe age, resembling twilight gloom, 

Whefiein wo smile at birtK, or beai along, 
t tIWw noiseless steps, a victim to the tomb » 

li, \V\ M. KrwoLDs, 


MARRIAGE FEASTS. 

- « 

91pf ball is gay with limpid Instre bright — ^ 
'S^Ibu^ to pampered palate gi^cs delight- - 
Vhs sated guests pick at the spicy fiKvl 
*A^^^d dHnk profusely, for the cheor is *:nf»d 
Atwl At that table — wbcic the wiso iic foA — 
POth Sexes and all ages meet the vica , 
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Tlio sturdy warriar with a thQUglitful fmje-— 

The am’ruus youth, tUo maid i 
The [u-attling infant, aud th0 
C>f second chiIdli(>o<r$ pro8olyte*f|i*i^ 

And llic most gaudy ia tlmi i " 

Are e’er tho young» or oh 
Helmet aud hanncr, or; 

The lion rampiuit, and ttoj 
Tlic silver star tiiat glitter3|^l 
The arms that tell of many. I 
lleriddio blu*oiiry, tuiccatrid,‘| 

And all mankind invents 
Tlie winged lewimrd, 

All those encircle womm^ j 
Shine ou tlic carpet burying 
Adorn tho ilishos th«at conta% j 
And hang iip^n the drapery,' 'Vfl 

. Falls from the li»fty ceiling to i 
Till on tho floor its waving j 
As the bird’s wing may sweep i 

Thus is tilt; banr|uct ruled by Kd 

Since Light aud Noise are foreni^l 

The chamber echoes to the 
Who throng around, each wilsh*| 

Each seated on ijroudT tbr 
Each scoptre holds its mastery 
Thus hope of flight were fuUlo i^ 

Where chiefest t.lucst was mds|;^ 

Tho god-like-making * 

The Love— sweet poisou-hoiie|:;? 

Pleasure, mad daughter of 
Whose languid eye flames 
The gallant chases where a 
By stalwart charger, to the souttding tlom^ 

The sheeny silk, the bed of loaves of rose, 
kfado more to soothe the sight than court repose ; 
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The mighty iwltioey that laibe the sneer 
Of j<iftIou8 i^udicnuts and wt etches ne-tr — 
spacious porks, from nhich but iron blue 
Avobes o’er abSHuter stotueh new , 

VlflUUro Supmatition still her aalk will take 
1 tlfifikO s^ft ptittio stealing o’er the lake— 

'Vf» tnoeesht modesty by gems undone— 

$|mi qiialiqpis ef judges by small hub r} non 
■^1^ dnad of ehildren, trembling while they ]>lnj- 
’ttul bl(^ of motnuridis, potent lu their sw 
Ifhs aot»<4 vsr struck by the culvcim, 
lltsts^ldttgiisbomeen neck thruiich battli. dm — 
Tbs fo^jtniai^Willipede 

TW tam^owt the guilty sc cd - 
into bot^Cal sit ploattuio mid delight — 

And sQtbst like ^to%uoi trun Ui<K<a 
7bd gmt with foul dmi oi sulplnu suu k( i 
b Tbo pHxse for which ton thuus tiui h 1 1 

A itnbtltf book} tluit etet, as they wait 
Catches 4 #oedg aud drag^ tlitui u> tl»< i l itt 
tfMUf Its golden <c»l< s St liU , 1 1 1 

ftaefc meats by which tliLsc ^lu wti 

tilftvee for hwy m ibU i ( ii c 1 
eervwi each one with wh a w is t li 
him, 1 a w sombre sault bk \ w 
^ tb0 xt^al pig with poojiicb wi t, 

gdi^ty glad went lubouting till i itt — 
laeroee we know db J\itc ♦ 

^Philk et^gUeet might learn to suit his t istc, 
CommtAUce, real or moik i\ pi itcd 
w gwide who every evil spies 
imywl inmes esriy pluck out both his c\db 


Ik 1 


. M lUlt i 


Oh! at the table there be all the great 
^Wbose lives are bubbles that best jojs mil itc ' 
Sitperb, magDidkent of revels — doubt 
¥bat eagest lose tbeir heads in such a rout * 
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In the lun^ 1 iiijfhtct, ceaseless roaodiitig round, 

.To\, luittii and ^loc give out a maeUirom’e eoundi 
Vnd the Abtoinshed g.uor casts lilS cars 
^\ hue e\’i j ejebUl ghstciM In^the fliW* 

Ihit oil ' Mhile yef the sitigtOg 
1 I jt tf iiiiK 'sM of I hose Without iJwi 
At \( liour when all are xuost lu |tgfy 
Vnd tilt hid oidiestra aiinutS auaoy^ 

)( aot t i\ith jolhtj a-tojl 
A\ ith fill thci t ipt IS adding to tlie ^ 

Vnd uk lining taoon the curHltcpk ^6^% 

W htu pot>i folkb stare— -hark to 

s ,me ont binitos louiidly on the 

Nnnt one below will be achiuttod 

Some one, th ugh not nutted,, wlto^l il0t WSdtf ^ 

( lose not the d< oi « Ytmi oideTs ato 
1 Imt stningi t t ntors to be kUClSU M 
Oi iiiLul} i mI( <lotheflni aUeAgAHtw^ 

I)< Ath <li i^s iw i\ -with A« i»ey IStl^ 0Kij^ t 
• <* 
liidt frightful sjMitie pi(>m«l«iWflif 1(4^ 

And idBts a ('ll Him > aliadow ott ' 

’>oath which thi^ liciid like w{lknni|0fl«<» 

Kie fcti/in^' one tlia durobcBt IWlMMlBb 
' ltd bcarii him to etLnki:l heat unit 4ctwtilh 
'\\ Ink still ill tuuthsume woiydi^ti^i, 

^ (I* W. a 


“.SINCn OPJEF IS THE Wt OF AW* 

aSI^cE grief and trouble, team and paiu^ 
Kill up our lives on earth below, 

Since e\ery d ly affection’s chain 
Ib sliattcicd at a single blow , 



/w/ lA nv V/C70\ HUGO 


8 ; 


Parents and fncndh Havo gone before, 
And our succt children^ loving ilc.irs. 
Hare gone, whilst we ihcir loss deploi e, 
Before wo^quit this Vale of Tears, 

Tlie ret; earth o’er which you bow» 

And moisten with your bitter tcaib, 
BTotda att your hope^ far down below, 

Tlie shattered hojies of former }e.u a. 

Since mfiigleil with tbe tones wc love, 

The of our friends we hear, 
Whitst hi a strange procession move 
The lOfllMi treVe lost for many a >i*ar. 

I^ifnee Ih iWe moments free fioin btiife 
Wh led that near at Laud is pain, 

For like % ebtdioe Is our life 
Wbidi we oau neither fill nor dram. 

And As dd age creeps ou apace, 

Deeper in gloom and shade we fall, 
fhr bepe with false and flattering face 
Has ceased upon our hearts to call. 

And dnee the pendulum’s dull beat 
Will not accord another day, 

And in tbe crowd we do not meet 
A friend^ face upon our way ; 
f 

From terth'sdntb dhains your spirits fice, 
*■ Bate not joiir hopes on things below; 
Foqr peari dwells not in mortal sea, 

Tour path is not where many go. 

Where no stars ^eam in heaven’s waste, 
POsh out on ocean wild your banjnc ; 
tike life its bitter briny taste, 

The sty like death so drear and dark. 



‘'OAT, DAY I SAW.” 
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Tlie mysterieei of nigbt'&nd sea 
Full ninny mortals vaial;^,a9^ 

<!od says that they 
Till the great day 

Aud many an eye bos -^'' 

To plunge bencothii^^ 

Wliikt mouarchs all 
The secrets of the 

Ask from the re^ous of 
Some .solace for your uohliijiJ 
And lot the tide with i 
liring harmony to i 

Far a1x>vo other moitalft 
And let your bright 
Blest sor.\ that worship' iuci 
And earth where uoagi||l<J 



•'ONE DAY I 



OsK day I saw, upright upon tho. 
Pass, with sails swelling 
A stately ship strong winds swejk, * 
Engirt with star and wave ; . 



And lo ! I heard from out the 
\Yhich joins the abysm of 
Sound in mine ear a wondrow^i 
1'he god-mouth could not see. ; 





“ O poet, thou dost well I Singer 
Auigb the W'aves aye dream, 

And fmm the sea profound draw' treasures than dost know 
O'er all life's gifts Rupreme 
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** TIm waiftOod, Who breather through all the lives that arc 
Halsjron or hurricane ; 

TN wind, too, is high God ; God, too, the guiding star ; 
|MMang dtip iu man.” 

I N. K Tl ERMAS. 


QtJiA PULVIS ES. 
add those rcunun. 

Beiia4(3l^the«d>d^ *t<wm whence mjriad M)iie8 }>hin, 
fhtet add friROMtSlf driven bjr one dire bn ilh. 

AMi ^e •df'fasM wind anutes from the shadow ot death 
all yniA pik mortal brows, 

^ Git al9 lorwirboaghs. 

inhoM that abida to them that flee, 

Say I ^Tour flMtl htta*, 0 aed ones, sraiee we see. 

Ate t mm** loriag wards no longer « ill > e he ir ' 
jlo ihi^ireea, nor tho blue lieaicn so dcai ' — 

jBVtr lighter temml ore yo dight i 
tf teA f* tte vault void of night ! " 

9teM» Giaiitetwtimm'iliat abide, 

tey* iMmgbt but bitter tears to appiove jonr piule ' 
* Qlniy sod baq^dm trillt you are words decen mg , 

FfOO Idam inmds o( God mie ^fH are we ro< eivmg 
ItetiiMa, idumtoms je.~ 

0^ «% dsalli ate* ai« vre r* 

1 ' N. K Tterkak. 


tiifisntr, »iuAUTy, fraternity. 

if 

^ Foo oonturisB |»8fc this war madness 
Has hud hoM of each combative race ; 

'’tPbitst onr God takes but heeil of the flower, 

And tliat ann, moon and stars keep their ithee. 



EQUA/ITY, rEA'JEI^XnW 


Tho of tliL hoa\ oil'd above usi 
The blurs iiosat and lily like eiiovTi 
l>u\e not fioui tho brain of 
The war tliirHt^ with its feveH|b ||^W« 

We love bat the hold with ils 
And the Birifo which tnmpl 
AikI t \^vT for j^lory, the peoi^e / ^ 

\\ nnltl not chau‘/e tho fiOt&i 


Tiio \am as|)U*ition«J of ^L^loiy, 

With l>miKi<« and cats of blight 
Ih.iw tons Irom the widows ati 4 
A oil on h is h iji]jeucd o! old**, 

Oiir n If 111 os li<i\o oh itiged 

Forw tad ' die ! ’’ bumtu di|j(il^i^|^ 

\\ InNi our li sot, in to minye ^ 

Of tho C(*boing war tmmpet^S 

V ji 

stool Hu dies, tho biiouacs are 

As with palo biowh wo eagCidj iriljk' 

The tli«iuditlnl arc duven to mAttiM i 
]\y the il ish and tho roior odf 

Our li\cs are bu+ bpen<‘ for tb# fAfOStf 
Of the kill s wilt/ ^lailc OYOr 0t9jf 
And build up i fabrif oi friendetl^^ ^ ^ 

Wall cciuolit from tho Wood 

While the boosts of tho Sold dttd 
(^onic lu soiiich of their 
And the) atrip tlie red flesh 

That lie stiff and stark whm UkAjfr^* ^ 

^ A * 

Eiich man’s hand is raised ’gi^hnA Ids ll0%)lb<ntr, 
Whilst he stnv<»s all bis wrath to 
And trades on ouv iiutnral sveaknoss 
To inveigle us into the fight. 




ss 


POEM^ ny r/crop //[/go. 


A llussian, quick, cut down the villain, 

^ut your sword through that murclcrouH Croat. 
Kow dare they from our men to difTor, 

Ot venture tfi wear a white coat?” 


stay fellow^reatures and go on 
t My life's )[yath* What glory like mine 7 
ei*Sme is most black and most hoinoin, 

V live on the right of tite Khiuc.^’ 

BQlUbMh mA Waterloo, ren^aucc,’’ 

917 HKMident the heart and tho braiu ; 


^ood that is poured forth like rain. 

Ik, ^ >t- * 

W0 «)«d4,drink from tho fountains, 
^4«lh47 Wfta» in the shade, 

txteldiirea in battle to slaugliter 
which n<i.ver will fade. 

fbe blobd^lling incites us 
|^i;i!ytwh Ihfulfy oV valleys and plains •, 
iilji^quiahed are etying in terror, . 

*1^ oleeping: our swift horses’ manes. 

t ask semetimes in wonder, 

';'Ae I wander the meadows among, 
iBjilb^tetber for brother fedl hatred 
I k^kra the larir’s musical song t 

GlIiBCRT (.'.VMPBMl 


|ismcl 5 SltENTLY ARE OPED.” 





oped the liearl-gates of the skies ; • 
dawn awakes onee more the sea and land. 

:nt servant, aye the first to arise 

rtho house, yet slumbering, mote, brigJ't l.inip in 
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Since on the sleepless fount the daw;0^|;leaqis waf and wane, 
Since from the shuddering woods freCi 

Urged by the pure calm glance 

Regards full drowialj': 

Since on the breathless hills the'js 
1 wander through the mcadh^'^ 

Ifoping perchance to find a 
For a yet darker night whi<^l ) 

What lot is man^s ! This life is^ 1 
Ah me ! beyond the dawn hr6<^| 

All trembles. Nature vast, td 
In the soul’s awfid ^ 


LIGHT ON T 

I DREAM ; a sunbeam ste^t' ^ 
The beacon, whispering 
Fain is my soul to know^ 

To see the dawn that brejil 

At God’s desire doth the gl^l 
Far from the icy corpse -^ 
What is the ray that fll 

You star that smiles from 

Or in death’s shadow Jiiving 
Striving on earth’s lov^;1 
Each piercing shriek thrf 

Sounds but a faint vague si 

As birds of passage, swatt^i 
Shall man ply wing 
Ah 1 like as little birdit si 

Passing death o’er even jt 

All speaks, all stirs, to 
The ox resumes his 
O’er hill and wave smileS^ 



Blinding the star, aud bkMln^ jSbwer. 4 
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POEMS BY VICTOR HUGO. 


with all wealth of night and day, 

wandering cloud in yonder skies 1 . . . 
froipa, bl^k boughs pipe melodies, 


y<^ttr lAjt 

<)ar^nc8s should take dij'ht, 
o’er briny strand ; 


our strifes, arc nought to Thee. 
; yet Thy mystery, 
him live iu peace. 


is on the wing, 
a cheery tune ; 

growling ocean's boon 


N. R. Tvkumax. 


omiti 

j sV'‘-V. . ' > 

BO bright, 


TO SMILE SO KUOnT.” 


>wait m thy field awhile, 
hoar-frost shall be white. 

must 1 smile. 


mm 


in thy heaven awhile, 

brigbtlier see me smile! 

thy woe awhile, 
wings’ heavenwai-d flight. 
fiotnecy-'i’oreYer shall 1 smile. 

N. li. Tvekman. 




NATURE POEp. 


THE 

In summer days ahea 
And scoutlcss blossoms 
In harvest gilded fammu f 'f 

The bine enamelled flowST 
Beture the gems thus 
Are low 1 ud by the 
Young mai (10119, ha$to^ 

And gather coin fiowett 

Old Pena \ the loTeltefti 
Of Andalusia fair doth 
For verdant fields aa4 
For bcautv and for braVi 
Of any of Hispania’a fltrand^ > 

From none doth pr0ii4<^ ^|n|ra 
Young maidens, hasten 
And g itliei corn flowers 

No holy city on the earth| 

No convent or no 

Oaned though it be by |^il|^^pyn| 
Where to St Ambrose’ 

More holy pilgrims 
With scallop, staff, 

Young maidens, haete^ 

^ And gather com fioweia 

And nowhere do the 
When m the evening dailifBs ivfail, 
Have brighter flowers tfeehr hair to bled, 
Ha%e warmei, ^oftei hearts tbai^ thercj 



POJSAfS PY VICTOR HUGO. 


Tho dark mantilla’s folds behind ; 
i:. .^o^hore do glances more ensnare. 

maidens, haste, away, away, 
ers while ye may. 

m^nsia^ hottest gem, 

|o Penaliel, 

Howim their sweets reveal 
her with' them, 
moments steal 
t ^; ]ife the diadem 1 
haste, away, away, 
|iSi®rt»^wera while ye may. 
came, 

||%hd in glance and mien, 
a Moorish queen. 

I ^meT” the folk exclaim. 

‘ Seville’s gay scene, 
d^lHb turns bis aim) ” 

I; haste, away, away, 

i^t:|b^4ower^ le^hile ye may. 

guileless inaid, 
iove^ and love gave back. 

' ^ ' a’s plain, alack ! 

saw her betrajfed, 
the ^iao 

wmder in the shade. 



away, away, 

C^ORhi-fioirers while ye may. 

b &y^: ' 


ll|p>^ the lovers’ friend, 
i;igliba»fll^fic»wei» did slow ascend, , 
d the twilight grey, 
i seeined to blend 
IdOidc clouds floating far away. 

haste, away, away, 
ir eoni-fiowers while ye may. 
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W ith envious looks at Alico tbiowii, 
While fanc} woudexed, Who i$ 
(.1 lily bene ith the oituiigO 
lo the guitar a eutmwuog 
Ihc Audalusiaa maide «|tJx 
Danced till the mootiUt 
■\ oung maidens, ha6t0,t 
And t<xthcr com flowein 

itluu Its nest th' 

Sleeps iilulo the bawkd^ 

So loving Alice cloBedl 
No doubt 0) foir her boeMi^ 

The King ^--Doii Juan 
Duccitiul WAS hiB ktug^ 

Young uuLidens, bast^ ^ 

All 1 g ith cornfloweiali 

*Tis peulous to love 
One day by his deereh I 
Her on a hoise of aabid 
And bore from home, ajuS 
111 convent walls she eore 
And sheds sad team iSblt 
Young maidens, haste^ 

And gathci corn-flowers 



BELEASEd. 

WiiAT time dull books have drown^ 
hat time my room’s hot 
What time the town’s moooto^MI|l'!p^ 

AlDday to hush all spirit <rf io^ v 

'What time the countless cam df w 
Whicit make the narrow cinsle of 
Have touched once mote, at lengHi, th^ tEtmost mcMUte, 
Lntil tomonow’s dawn renew thejrwce,— • 
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/v;/ l/.V liV r/C7\iK IIV(.0, 


No moment rny p^'or kouI, relmscd, dol.iyrth ; 

But, as a bin! flutter to its nest 

After lon^j capture, blithely so it strayeth, 

Though wingless,* weak, on yet diviner (jur st. 

To the woods it hies, and there, deep in the LdoarniIlL^ 

Just thrilled with tlie moon’s first nioloilies and rays, 
Finds Boverie, loved comrade of its ronining 
Through what delightful faery-haunted ways ! 

N. U. Tw:i{Man. 

PAN. 

If oueicll you that Art and Art’s crown, p(»esy, 
la a hoiiigred stream sweet to satiety, 

Au otaj^ rumour brief years outblot, 

A gilded toy of a room of gilt, 

Or a babel of rhymes by man’s brcatli vain built, — 

Ob i believe it not I t 

0 aaoill vlingera, spirit-shaken, most high, 

Oof^E^tlLi pour your souls on vast sunnnits tlie sky 
But eitkbn^th, whose snows are scarce stirred«by the wind . 
On dos^ all-still where the faint heart drinks song, 
da WCiTOS»wiudH8wept with the wdd leaf-thn)iig, 

Ou idubidbmtmg lakes in the valleys reclined. 

'EvoiywbM boly nature is bounteous mid fair ; 

\V%6rw warn grass thickens and flocks repair, 

Wbmjilto love-Bick kid browses cistus in flower, 

Wb^ ategs the shepherd the bird only hears, 

Aig^ smites the mute rock all in tc.irs 

, the Wscade-shower ; 

Evmywhme bird-plumage or fleece-flake may fly, 

Bo iloeean or plain that they winnow by ; 

, Moag the old-w’orld branches of forests hoar, 

Sterile islands, lone lakes whose dull water scarce laves 
Wan shores ; great mountains, seas, snow, saud or waves, 
Meadows ; all regions that hear the wind roar ; 
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1'. very wilt ' 10 that ilio sunset spreads broader oak- si nulos^ 
llverywhero -eiiilo hills entwine dimly soft braids, 

J /Verywhert' tlu* lieMs laiii^h with bright harvest, glad tliruiigs, 
Kven w hen* a fruit drops from a summer-spent bough, 

J'^’ory where a blithe bird to sip deW Stoopeth l0W|— 

(h», j;a/e, chant your songs I - ; ' 

(I«» fortl) to the forests, go forth to tlie 

Shower bro.idiy a. ttirrent of song that ne’ar.fniii.t ^ 

Search keenly through nature, disolosed 
— licit winter that Middens or sammev. ttet‘slngs~ 

The (lo-bWord unheard save in low marilih!rj^|[{S ; ' , ' 

1/istcn wliat saith in the sky the SWorddi^bi t’ ' ^ , 

"'fis (loti fulfils all ; hy Ilinr all thingg aM 

The world is 11 is fane, and each spirit iaaaOWi&o ; . 

'J’o behold and adore Him, th’ eternal, tho 

111 Him whole en-omn a joy, a smile ‘ V;; ■ * ’ 

In the star which takes light from, the 

Sweet scent to 11 is snii I ' ' : 

» s *5. , Vv'-*' ‘ 

Drink deeply (»f all ! O poets, drink 

Of the meads, of the hrooks, of faint 

Of tlio traveller unseen whose clear 

Of the tender first hlooms their wan Ilk0j|^^^|jp(p^ 

Of vast waters, the air, of still woods Wbe^ ,* 

Is broken with rumbling of wheels in d^^8i|||^ / ' 

Ye brotiicrs (»f eagles, h^vc the eagl#^ hinnl^ 

And most when the tempest his wolMIl^^g do^' 

'fhat grows louder as ever it sweepeth lAC^ • 

The horizon up-piling with black 

And bending tall trees, till the shuddeid|||[:^||tRH^ 

Down dark depths seem to peer I ' > , - • 

ronteinjdiite the morning’s serenity bright 
'When the mist in the valley iu shreds teketb fltghl^f 
Wiicn the sun, which the forest bath yet half in hold 
—Showing half in the heavens his sloping fire-sphere — 
Waxes larger, as in the far east doth appear, 

As one journeys, a cupola dazzling with gold.- 
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Dnilk doo|) of llio e\eu ’ \i tin* soli nm ijcjiir 
\\ lien the fi\\(»i*t hil* nt I UKlstapc hf( ms slo\\l\ tn < \\« 
Flowerwiiio to upfokij —u>iJs, and •^tn .hd'i 

When the xuouutaiu, to the lie i\cn n])i u id 

Seems a prostrate grant on clhou laiscd 
White IlO ffUQi^ and dreums ' 

If liate lA you, [lootn^ ulivc and due 
A vmiUi of most aitlont and innei dt site, 

Of tnuhgiM^ thoughts, of rapturcb, love, liglit — 

To renew this fair %ovId exclmnge life winch m \ i dn ^ 

With the visible world which around \oii all Ik ", 

Blei|d the might of your soul aith the \abt wmld mi„!it I 

FoVi 0 snored bards I Art is hcaVen’s own voice, 

Frofoondiy sweet, bidding sonow, rejoice, 

As fluotnant as waves when a bioe/o is abtoad, 

By an tsdbo setold through each spint, each thuu:, 

Wbieli nature breathes forth ’neath your hands thniKh nn^ 
On tide hasp, touolved of God. 

X i; UU.MV,. 

rilfi BEACON IN THE STollVf. 

If 

Hakk, what sombre tones ! 

From far billows dying, 

Listen, hollow sighing, 

Blent with heavy moans, 

Blent with eerie crying, — 

Till a shriller wail 
'Codes now agony • . - — 

Through his horn the gale 
Thunders o’er the sea | 

llain in torrents, hark ' 

On the low shore yonder 
Billows die in thunder, 

’Neith a heaven all-dark , 

While wHh dread ae wonder 
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\\ II 1 pre\ail, 

I It his time to bo • . . — 
'I In ui^h his hom the gale, 
'1 hiinilers o’oir tho sea I 


Oil ’ \i st nmrtiiors ! 

W hih* the slup doth foimdav^ ^ » 
I hKHijrh the datkneM round W 
Tow 11(1 tlic shore oneueM 
( \\ , the low shore 
Ih tw iiy arras, --^how IMI 

tched out helpkmdjr t s 
'i hi >1 ^h his horn the 

1 htiuJerso’er theie(i^^§i 

Ml ’ r ish mariners t 
\\ hih* the ship’s 
s III uu sail shrieks 
\s with tooth or bIuNIMi, 

Not a star in betmutl,*^ 
btiifc’s of none availl ^ 

Duadly rock* to IM ^ * 3 ^ 
Tliiuu^h Lis hom tbb 
'I Lundcre o’er 

‘ 

Lo > «r hat sudden t' 

’ i IS the star beboUlotl, 
iUightcr than oil 
Stats th it gem the » 

Torch God 6 tea t» 

Maiincis aho hidl '' 

It, ahilc threateningly 
Through his horn the gale 
Thunilers o’er the sea I 


N. R Tveuman 
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APOSTIlOPnE TO .NATL iiK 

0 Sun ! briglht face aye iiiub'filoil ; 

0 flowers i’ ibo valley blooming wild , 

Caverns, dim haunt of Solitudn ; 

Perfume whereby one’s btep h bcgmh d 

Deep! deep into the uoiubre wood , — 

0 8aa*ed hills that heavenward climb, 

White as a temple-front, sublime ; 

Old oaks, that centuries miirlit ndunt, - 
Somewhat whereof 1 feel (what tinm 

*Keath you I stand) (mhIius ;//y spiiit , — 

0 virgin forest, crystal spring, 

Lake where no storm for lon^ ran flimj: 

Darkness, dear hOii\en relULtnig faco ; — 
Pure soul of Nature un^lumbeimg, 

What think you of this bandit I CISC'? 

N, 11 T\ium\n. 


UNITY, 

Flkoil the bright sky, just o’er far shadow s hills, 
Ipioaun^ vast flower, (rod’s ageless smile fultiK, 

]Bh>vra over earth, ere yet to-nuht it } leld ; 

JUbrnmUe daisy, blooming nigh a field 
an old W'oll quiok-crumbling N'lth de( ay, 

'Spreads snowy petals in her tender way. 

And the small floweret, fain her loul to woo, • 

fte||ei:ds intently ’mid the eternal blue 

The grand star dazzling sky and land and sea. 

** Like mine thy rays, Swcethcail: ! ’’ soft murmurs she. 

N. 11. T^erman, 
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0 < 

N VTLUE. 

Vii M, ^\llo w ilk With icstleas roving eyes, 

]• think \( Tin kn<iw<) ilwiuB whA*e you aro, 

1 \ii^ It \(>ii w th K IV in are afraid 
I ( st tin iliin ]i ith ills Inse your stealthy feetf 
V \\ 111 within tint w (U) I \ o are ill oonoealed t 

I he 111 ml 1 lu h>i( st IisUmh, looks, Skid lotigs; 

Ml th ( Ilk tin hil woi (l-ways ore asti^} 

I I 11 Ji st \ )iij ki I s i.it ito the copse, ' 

1 III sM ( niK iih shuil h 1 r>r leafy branches, !fear t 
\ it III is not i i 111 uhh , ’tis a Spirit : r 

1 ii it sti iiu^ sw( < t hii ith which iipwB Qmf twilight sweet 
^Ltiki toi \iiilss fti^t air, islovo. » 

1 iki w ltd (111 ps u( }cs the world’s the 
l.iiMis, (IK suh 111 ik( s ecstasy o’erflowj; ^ 

M o\c Notii fniciu id^ ill the tremblUig bought 
Minji then aokcs, pdfumes, incense, sotiga 
M ill s I usion il Hi Is lilt foiest, dark, pro£>aii 4 | 

\nil the wild l)]}ad whiih with hft^ skhrt ' 

. ^ V. % XmaK 

♦ t 

LO\ 1 01' THK WOdDiam), 

V‘ 

Om III I in ('i^»ttr's tanjjW , 

A\ 1 <i Iw i\s, ’nr ith the stars’ psls ^ght, 

Ih lid the hu. liter weird asuljai|g)ed 
(If tin^ \i( wh ss ones of night. ^ 

% 

Pht IS thr ’ihchan Sibyl, dtrosenll^g 
^lJl the hushed Phygalian h 6 %hts^ 

S iw on f 11 hoi i/oii streamiQg 
• I'hoii forms ’inong Bilrery lights* 

J'sphylus, soft h'l/r'H threading 
Of swtet Sidly, soul subdued 
Wandned hmexth moonbeams shedding 
Mellow flute notes through the wood. 
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Pliny, lo ’ n\ II - 

For Mill tun' iijmijilis i ui, — 
Dainty rosy tspvin^', 

Bogs a Ik)OU of the ainorouH :iii 


Flauiua, nigh Vitciho, sti i\ mg 
Through the orchani rs «'un in . , 
In aaah palm gold fruit is wo lung 
Stt(di as gods rejoiced ti> bite. 


khf yenaOlea I Haunt most deliglitf il ' 
Faiunti therOi one f«>ot i’ tl\o w i\( 
WhS^BoOeatt va'ced sill ill nil] K, I t 111 
€^011 rbynes to Molit i c k 


0iat<^ tomlHroooulcd, abnliiu 
SeatholcM in the d('pp<.<<t lu II, 

*runMd to mitch fair aonun (ilul n ' 

> Thn/ the bouglui Witli lm ■< t ilm m 

« 


'OMtr, nndw willows slccpmg, 

V Shw to drsam a vision vnoot : 
lAVViy lasses laughing, «cc|un!;, 
IVif whom Virgil’s hoait quiik 1 


M 


watobing 'ueath the 1 1 /\ 
Amndiss of the forest-Ioni. 
t^^Xtosrd^ while ttnsht each im .ul , 

Faitydrippinge o’er green bniu-d 


0 deep woodlands, soul eutrancin^, 
vHaunted jet hj Gods are ; e ' 
^et the goat foot Satyr’s dancing 
To Pan's rustic n»clo<ij I 


X n Ttr v\' 
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It ' 

LION .s sl]:i:p at noon. 

Oi ) r in Ills f i\( (iio lion * 

< mill ilKti i)\ that prodigious iluoibar 
1 i I suit I \ initi ti \y huti mvsstS 
\\ nil lit 1 } MHtnna without iilitftW* 

b 

I I ill s< (i^Ht uaIiiIo vltli dndlr 

III 11 II ‘III I luiitho; thbir 
I 1 lilt I II ' I irtH t|iia1to ' bmI^ kll 
wiiiM 111 tiiH mighty owilotii^liioiM^ 

i 

111 I li I * >1 heaves liHi twirajrli|(ij ‘ 

In <1 II kill ^ st(.({icd ubitlfli^^;’ 

Ihi 1> 111 till ( iM tn, un hiia^ 

Ho'-' 1 oil'-trctcti4dfiinBidftW!)^ 

Mu |> luUx tn ii M hiH 8atc1eM1^g0j '' ‘ 

III In in'-, i>')ii\ious of all '* 

Ui III till liii V ihiitdonpttMliiMaagl^* 

Si'll III tl <iii»i 

I II \M 1 ill link by no<w<|lrti4N|HC)p^ ' 

III II II. ht hi' shimbor jalwlllllhi ' 

111 II i\i III ii hiK hugeflMMl|b^ 

\li 1 Jil- if list hfs 

* tV 

lb ^ I! s \ i-t I ri.'gy baij^ 

<1 I I I'i ion H4 ales 
An 1 h.M i.iikimg 

Wild* ill but liutiH taho X 

• Up >11 thi b.u iicktivUg^ialieaifl* 

W III ir loi 11; fi 1 1 aro vont to 

Ifiinw ini' •' IM* werestinod, 

\\ li tt iii\ 1 1 111 tlitf iiuuld flit away ! 

N. II, Tukmsn 
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L\i:riirA ulki \i 

^WUts chan^o bclon|;<) to all, 

Winter flees end hides i\\ i\ , 

He year casts off its mournful 
Tho carih puta uu a hii^ht .ui u 

AH is fresh and all astir, 

The plams are clad m \iiditr< lu w, 
Youth per\admg every when « 

JSparkling iu each diop ot m 

Bsoh tree coquets with noiMnm tt( i 
EadnHuwer with othoi flown i ntmd 
Which shall queen of iio mt \ lu 
And each her porfumod 1< ims ii^u w N 

B^eii from the rocks a bou\|U( i ••pi 
He broese salutes the h af\ \ U 
*)lkl which the joyous SOli^ blltl 
And stirs the fern m fou^t sh nU 

trCtbt 'tii Nature's jcil i d i » , 

And all things join m \ ituu s n n il 
ffo palace ever half so gay, 

No lights like Heaven’s hni|>s m i i li 

comes the harvest and tho fp n 
W itli mingled scent of luilw n l bn , 
veaiierb sleep on temh r sL tn, 
When tiight imcotH^U to 4 n nu n\ 

' ^And harki from out the hb id> dill 
^ He nightingale begins In^ note , 

He chrysalis has left its slu 11 » 

\ He eartliworm has cast ofl its « ^ it 

water eddies in the stro un 
Veath vk\ of deep transp»\rent bluo 
When e\cnins; lomos the hr flic> „ i i , 
Aud gently fdli the tvenunr <Uw 



/ \ t ' /,W/ J i) 


I » 


11 k InnuM ^ ks union out 
I Ik )i in t 1 tokn, tho waap flioa by ; 

1 o ill n IK ( t II iiiiikiiig bout 
'liu li It lUc flowers ii^ly. 

I n li tn uh t to oxcoas InoUne, 

\\ Mt wtn.s H fluttenug dooii alighl^ 

\] I in i ] nk fliLy find tlltlririA#| 

I )i< IK thi tr napkin w)dtia< 

# 

ii (t\ \t in tiio %ormtKondmiik% 

\ 1 ^ 1 i frniu many a flowaiy big j 

I I i)utt« t \\ h IS iopoi^t hfffiniaf ^ \ 

\ I 1 1 Inin m but an litn» 

♦ f 

I \ in 1 n til ill liearti 
\\ ti t 1 iilw i(\ agreei > 

( )n n M \M i ( ui \ou read this tlia . 

I ii( I ( III] I luncu Soois^* ^ > 

Ia til 1> UI t\ of Natare's stort 
All til iv''i • II the earth snhfltM { 
lit iMii still onh book of Ion 
\\ 'i It ts tllO daws d«ttb t)ri|(liar 

a 

(I I Inn iiiiiK in jour br^^jlHN ' . • 

1 V, th hr IM n of heavsin ats^f 

^ III I I h M I ki’ the S|8lQ||Jkisl||nt|[|lAMl^'‘ 

\ UI t< •r'* lie hke the dim Mfde/f ' 


VN OLD-TIME tAt, 

Dff inj on snow my bower, si^t 
’1 IS 1 ( iliii Ik Itf r, where the son 
lit h > iu> th 1 ' hn^'ht Mpnngtidc day, 

The 'iron.' *• s wintry months have done 
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dear «at( is w.likU t th* u 

Among ta]l rrcMli the Iih , 

Wbilo lovers’ nmmiurs in ^^aim .m 
^ JiM mingled vitli the )>lithf‘ u( \t ^ 

Wng thollowm, uu* m at* t# I , 

* Ai ioi^ dream one walks, one n sts 
1 qparkUng aemg in the drjah (»f 

iilenoe there In the dt.|itlj ui tn sts 


tlm jflharm of thU dim aoiitndt , 

^th0 gmoB at that soft, mmnv hi ijht. 

, jSeemi wUh the tear of (;ri*u/f‘ ludi i, 

, Wl^ MStle Watteau’s hidJi m idr I n^dit. 

f 

j&iit doth fkr off I’.uis lown 

Thm^Sie||^ \\»n( ind 

A emiih eot^ li«rc» one till* niifiil lioiii 
^ voi^lMaps of a liiostiiiit till 

Tfltim iwt^bttinlMid’a b«cpto>t tii n 
‘f!i8 i|t Mwl teveni you ir|)i>V 
*ljri Vidcing^ vitfi weird murnmun ^ * 

^tBQug rustliiii' fill St I . 'Iis. 


^fnodt doth me bui I a^^ 

ijpiWUKwt B«w can tliut Ih* s,., 
among tlu > 

9$mth the amtlc moon'b bufi i u * 

A%bl fanguago J»nu»iuas 
,V^i*tdeaf«»e(ir\iin rosy Mat r 
I a tiw^tUfy biddeth UH 
U -UMirdiinaMlslct bloshoin d tv. 

\ ji 

i^UMeuiag robes, breasts im^ht as Id 
cooings, tender hkc a du\e. 

Of Qalatea and bhUtesoDie Pin 1) is 
Couneol\be aooilwaje, laughter, 1 \t 

.\ K ’J 

V 
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IWILIGUT. 

mi I \ i^iio tin in ful lixinn th% lu^ ilirrod ; 

Ini * 1 II ( 111 1 t(> ilk nlonO ftfdiidi 

Lii* \ I s tiiioiiwdi till t \x ib^hi| oniiiKtA biitai^ « 

< ) Ml Ml I ( u li tiiind bird 

sm;;t % ^ 

I I w ni II ini', lit M ulbnl OQ tlld \ 

III K \< \iii 1 vitiitii* iKiQtitido 

lull t M. t n Mt. * 

( I ui' I ail 't Mov^, all palii 

‘^1* t‘p 1 

htiilu 1 m 

Pm IM It hniveuaierriia^M^^ 

( I ns 11 1 ill I*' (jod spMa»u^m^09k . 

o ii’t I ii! I iin, ill iorroip 
Tray I 

\ 

’loll I , i *' ’’“I '“■'® <>«w itrili * 

\ll T| it il \t W I 1 1 s 11 IlHIMt 
III ( 11 li s 1 I t *« li II ♦ ull inn ’t 

o Ill'll ill (.iiii 'if Umtb 
Hici 






POEMS OF FANCY* 


A FAIllY. 


( Ml inv 1 iiiy i^hat you ^ 

I i, i\ Morgana^ still 
I w il 1 l>i\( Iter m A dxfMkf ^ 

MI u iMMiueiit though di« iseilidi, ^ 

( nil to tiH >^)th drooping « 

I < I tl \Mi x\u\Vh welhii<{^4i^ 


Mu ic ili\, from the strhlgll < ^ 
ot li I i\on lute she brtuglk^ 

I I Iv nu the wondrouiltticg^ 
MIikIiiIk fiiludins of yOfT^ "" 
il lit till 11 liistoty ooold ttafoUt^ 
M lick I th in tho tales tfaejf tpML 

•St if IS wh t brings IDO lUM^r 
lo til til 11^^ I should lAIUMft; I 
At )i 1 h iMint' 1 am boitik^ 

On till \sdl tuned harp to 
Ml I niinstnlN loYe-S(M)g|^A|^^^^ 
Mithth i^iuntletof 

In tin flc stit ahen I 
J ill iii\ 1 \i fl horn® far 
H I hi « t 111 re h< rself I ^ 

M il 1114 c^^ r in my miti^ /^s 
Flo 11 c u h sunbeam, 

Fioiii c ich echo, some dear li ft-fil e^ 


'4 

i 


IF Ilk ' she murmurs in the shoidt 
Of tlie wiM wave on the rock ; 
Sne to I Ic ISC me with a gift 
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I A 


Doth tho hilveicd btoik njilift, 

Singing uith its pluma^f wlulo, 

From tho belfry’s topmost height. 

When my winter log is lit, 

By ibo chlnuioy-sido she’ll sit. 

And will show my voiulerini: gi/o 
In tho sky a meteor’s hhi/e, 

Which win shine out and tlieii die, 
lake a dumberer s dr»)\\hy e^e. 

When the cradle of jn\ i-ice, 

In oiir ancient haunts 1 trace, 

With a thousand forms of fear 
She enshrouds me far and near, 

Like a cataract of sound 
In the cavoms underground. 

If at night I sleepless he. 

. S)»e will soothing thoughts mi) ph. 

' thoughts of chase and liaN iiu hoinil, 

^ Stdlowed by the distuit soninl, 
ipohoes of the bugle ]>la\ e<l 
In tho depths of forubt jl idi 
* CiiAU! Ls M vTiiii:w, M.A 


THB LAND OF FAlUd:. 



^VJae of the Muses, turn your cycb 
thuEasti and say what there a])pcars ! 
f ^ the soioe of Poesy replies, 

that light between the hcmtiphercs ' ” 

the myatio light in yonder hea\eu— 
18 tiie gleam behind the d'st.int hill ; 
I&ifiteble flashes ill the welkin driven, 

When the far thimder secnib an it acre still ’ 
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It 0 


1 It \n1i() c 111 T( 11 th it unc< itaiii ^liro 
1 I hahiis sell u]ouic<l ^\ith globing vc&t; 

()i it ilhisiDMs, I ii/iiint m the air," 

[1 i\i til iwti ()i t ^hiucis tothoHdiant 

“ l( i| I\ tilt MiiiM { ii is ilocoiyed the eighth 
p I Mint tis(\tning, ^bila walooltfariittDri^li^ 

1 t \ • 1 III tin' ini/os of tniillghty 

J hi I It I i ^ iii*^< t may appmt dawtiiltg 1 ^ 

a V.ILXbnou^s. 


FI (IW 1 It AND BDTTEBVtT. 

^ t 

ill! liiiml h ii \ici 1 spikiMho heav6lll^ 

‘ lit 11 1 mure ’ ^ 

li )M out fiUs u I \(l^o Fixed to (Bilill 
I hoii ( u st s( ir ’ . * ^ 


“ Y(t tiu MiiH 1 u uh of lo\c 18 ours I iMdn 
lioth lu f un ^ 

To (Iwtll, st» liij* NNt Ik, ^tis soothly 

1 ioviticts tw un ^ 


“ Hut all ’ the ur uplifts thee, 
1 OltlllK 's spiti ’ 
ilh fripT in^ hir ith I I mu to 
In he i cii tJi.ht 


while 



“III \ am, —too fir thou flitt’et! Tbswotf^i' 

mention , * * 

Fair ainl Ih ct ; * . 

Win bt I all lonely bide, and aatcl^my 
At my feet 

“ Thou fliest ; then ictum’st ; again afar art borne^ 

Void of feais , 

And ah^ajs firdbt thou me, 'iieath every roseate morni 
Bathed m teais 



/'. 'A'j/v /;r vicn^n n^uo. 


“Oh ! that our love may prove the muh'* s'Ar.-t^ sipe.in r hriiii; 

Fair king mine, 

lika thy rfavo tako root, or bless me with i)ri;rlit wiie^s 

like to tbino ! ' 

; BNVOir, TO ♦ * * * 

JioBQii and the grave imist nMinite it*^, 

Soon or lata. 

Wherefore awit it^ aay % Wilt not we tk>\v n >. 


Haply: wlthtaAe air, if from such place il»v ph'Msuro 
- Takal^theWrth: 

FthB^^eai^'Hilike;^ thou sheJ thy I»caii}»M.ii< treasure 

, , T' ' • 

wt^ihoa Wilt I What skills it? IV thou c ^luur hri jit, 

V£iq|;i^i^.,ir6et| . 

]bjbte(i%, OT floffcr tm fond fnr 1111:10 : 


'Toi^tri^<'0^'iafitiMrl such tho hoIc i:<>i'»I worth 
. what home it will -dark earth, 




N. It. Tvuim -.n. 


‘ • />' 'V‘ i"> ^ . , 

'1-',Vx4' i;’.. riaw":ipn*RPLiEs are uou.v. 

iw» isnBiling on the dew that covers 
t tearful roaes^lo, the little lovers— 

;*% flutterings* 

luie bloom, and privet, of white wings 
Md come, and fly, and peep, and hide 
jnuffled music, murmured far and wide ! 
Ah, Springtime, when we think of all the lays 
That dreamy lovers send to dreamy Mays, 




ijir i\r s/ ( \ ni h un lohi I i 

<U tho ] hi (it'i within .i billet boun«l| 

<)i ill ilu suft s Ik ))aper that men wound, 

Mill lllt^•>lJ:€s nt li)\i til it tuorialfl write, 

I iih 1 with iti 11 of delight,* 

A\ mil II in .111(1 before the MaytinMi 

Mil I h^ 1 111(1 tliiwn, pi i^tluuga for tba^^winds* pSaytime. 

I 1 11 th it ill white butterflies abov^ , 

\\ ii > ’>'( I k till! ii^h < liiiids or waters souls lo leva 
\ti 1 1 ( t\(' til 11 1 1 ly nimtress to despair, 

I tint wiMi f! wii**, IS tender and mcHfa Mr, 

\i( I u< t nil h M It tUM, that through the I* 

1 liitK I, ill I iloii, aiid change to Butterfltel» >. . i 

\ 

lino NI.M’ r.NDER THE POBCSC* ' 

^ I s, <rn ] 1 1\ within the ehasdi»"«v- < 

(fo hut ^'1 nil e on eutcriQg ^ ^ 

T luh iiK ith th( old grey pordh' ^ ^ ^ 

\t tiii'^ iipst, the pure sweet ^ ' 

* /»** , 

To \ast Ir rjiph-s wliere one ^ 

The bin ill swallow, swift and hs||^ > 

his hofiit whcredwdl 
Of (Itcji 111 i\ til's a/uro BgikC' ' 

n 

"I he soft hioodlinjiH lulled toraSt / v 
Voith the poitd, thrilled wiibtilTe^^ 

Fit I in slcej) .ibo\e the nest 
Ihc warm Willis of Jesus mova 

The great chuirh, whore broods deep shade, 
TrcniblcH, stirr d with that sweet Sooudj 

The htoue of d.iiK midnight is made, 

The binls with noontide joy abound. 





Stony wiiiitn, au-.t<-r»> :ui<l ‘■(•M. 

lbuigo<i nrouml walls l« i;;lit<Mi;!i_', 
l 4 )Ve blitbe swallows, Ix aivrs 1»)M 
Of tb« joy and kiss of sjjrid'.’. 

ttlM and projili.-ts (liru 

Swid from' tbe pm-ipitoiis tow. r 

Ctor^eaahitca of love s l>ii'.l-t;l.o;r 
•< y fjfb iniMid for honey of love’s !!’>wei-. 

la, tha Mrd on the saint alit ! 

V • T!| a^watlo 'neath the vault 1 .uirhs -..v : 
VOod^-dny, 8«nt I ” chirps ih.- p. rt . i.it . ^ 
®bi|<idot'*nnrmttrs : “ Hir.l. ji'""! day 

r I "'P ", * 

.' ^t i^ahathediala arc moat fair 

yon heaven, blue day's atu..',. ; 
noat of f'f'O binls of air 
'•:'.;K=i#'a,e#difieoof<i<Ki. 

' ’ N. K. Tm i!m\v. 



POEMS. 

» 

nil M>M. or THE CIRCUS. 

11 M \ I I > II • f ill worlda th« lord, 

\\ I Ml Kith one m 1 « ftwoidr 

)I \ ( I iM ul iii.ftston to thyfeelk 

I n t V I 1 ^ iiui thy Joyt 

III I ' \ 1 ' s mighty 

'll I I'll ^o<lhko and dlvlM. 

il ( ) i>, tlio>>p about todb'' 
li Ml with thieparHof tty. 

• il ill ii Ins princely hOCMk 
( tn ' It w 11 linn III K'lre the godt o( 

|) Il I i< ill liH Holemn liNHMt) 

II •- I iIk < irth 111 sr inhofmoiMtrcmlMMtl^ 

ll\i III I t ' I /I ipplin^ stand ^ 

\v II 1 I s < II hioodiituiiad «iBdL 

11 I I til ^ t 

SI 1 I * 1/ I I Mim of marlil* (MTI 
( t . 1 s M 1 1 I U ililly withthtnW,* 

\ I rn till ^ til t ’ll it iijobt fatal ' 

w Ik n t iiM» >111 1 to sweet ptrfanmflMiiySdd; 

lir, II>\ I h\s the lioinsnii' fonddMini V • 

Is to SI I it nil luixul with umtMtiM. 

II il, I tr, those about to ^ 

''iliti till 0 with this partill^^sqil^ 

X w (I fii ^ are t^oMdiridih 

\n 1 1 1 w n 1 II Ms tlic flowing blUBMI tldi| ^ 

I .. s riK t s' r Ml which has bq»t Ito 
Ihct’nus h 1 11 > s\ ihii rcMmods; 

III their i] trK 'll ns tin s » pantben 

As s iseici/ii 1 ril i\‘ mob their places tsltt. 

II ul ( iL ir, thceie alxMit to die 
balute thee w ith this porting ciy. 
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Tbefr Biiow-ivliitc soit.s the edilcs n >\\ h.ivc t.Veii, 
And plaudits thunder to the skies ; 

As ill a mimic lake the river-horse 
.And scaly crocodile pursue their course, 
Firsliundred lious chorus loud the souil' 

Of Ysstn's maids who round her altar throng. 

Baiii Ciesar^ those about to cli«> 

' Salute thee with this parting try. 

isent(^ ay e scarcely hidden hroasf, 

llie hiawm eot^san 6tand.s out confosiMl, 
ToniQij^S^ in her gay attire 

^ itlH||aifSNBNSt maids who watch 1)y Vr ta\ (ii c ; 

clad in purjde tlrcss, 
in the mighty ])ress. 

* Ccesar, those about to die 

thee with this I'lirtiucr cvv. 

the Stem Tribune’s }umr-.e ' "niiii.u.d. 
^he throne, tube uj) tiieir stnnd. 
her praises sing ; 

Indians in a dusky ring, 

. Inteoe weird cbuut with failing breath, 
And .ini&^S coming of a certain death. 

’ > ?i V fisi!^ CeesaTi those about to die 
?. ^Ute thee with this luirtin^ cry. 

NW to ^ beaTOitt arise discordant ycl'.s, 

As « th6 full arena swells ; 

^Pfioosolfin^^ far across the sca^^, 

erwA dAtli the Komau mob will please, 

I B^ded and scared by iron and by fire, 

L&cnght here to sate great Ctesar's proud desire. 

- Hail, Cce^r, those about to die 

4 Salute thee with this parting cry. 

bowed down as if with hidden shame ; 

ThO Qaal whose smiling face reveals his name ; 

The Nasareue who scorns both spear and brand, 



/ ( < /ss' / \ 




\n«] with tiliii j it 11(0 u i ts the hand , 

1 1 Mil i ( sih ]l ( lowil tliat now await tho daath| 

'1 1 1 i hii s|Mn‘» h*iiuni^» upon Cmsar'fl breath# 

If 1 1 ( I 11 , those about to die 
tliiK t tiL with this parting 

n sh I’l iIk sjh iniian guard be 4nm ftWHift 
\n I til will 1 ( i^ts do\our their living pinji 
i { ui 1 1 iw nin^ tiicn IM strotefaed «a 
li K th 111 inn;; bi iLchtnesa of 
1 li it s t’ < ( li intnt Emperor may wiMf 
All uti 1 n ith Inin in a softer hue* ’ 

If ill < M sn, those about to 
S ilutc thcL w itb this parting ^ ^ ^ 

riUOASSTAN# 

I < ou p I tv(. tins fair londi 
If I \M u not a slavOi 
iih Its ])I loid sea strandi 
\n 1 I (Ml mcidows* w4|Mti 
tiiIii>.sMu> ^kj’sbeam 
uul I Ik ^wcti» iis a dreASO^ ^ 

If it lit IK t a gleam ^ 

Fiom tho dark Spahfe 

\ni I Tutu or Turk ^ 

1 hit i M i\ 0 — black and 
bhouhl look o\cr ray wotk^ 

Viid 111} lookin^-^d^ 

1 ii iw IV fi oin thii> deu~ ^ 

'1 hcic at home m the gleOi 
On (3 could ch it with young men, 

>ior be censured as bold# ^ 

Still I love a fur clime 

Never chilled by the snowfl^ 

When in deep winter time 
Not a lattice wc close. 



/vv l/s /»)' l /( /n/y // i t> 


III tiic Huiunicr, vituni j un 
Bathes the grass on tlie pi.nii, 
Where the dragon fly \aiii 
Like an emerald g 1 o\vs. 

Like a smiling ptineis>> 
la thU Smyrna of onrs, 

AU jawela and dress 
In her father’s Stronir towers 
In faer aeas there hulo a, 

S00 the islets a-row, 

Hhxn^ and green rose and snow, 
Like a basket of flowers. 

A 

I fove her gay walls — 

* to watch the flig-^ strcMm 

&9C her golden roofd 

That like fairy to}s gleam. 

And those tents high in air, 
the elephants bo ir, 
with these can C()iii|) ite 
^ lazy day dream ? 

:.\Xn this palace of fays 

. Ky lone heart, prone to son^, 
Heitia the minibcrh s ' la^ s 
{ Of ttia desert-boi n tin ong — 
IStMM iiie quandsome dms 
Of Jbe IPeris and Oj»niis — 

Strife that ends mul lx gms 
And recurs all night long. 

Yes, I love, in this laud, 

The sweet porfumejj of night; 
Ix>ye the cypresses grand. 

With their tow enng Iicudit ; 
love thr dosert-stuam's be<l, 
Where the ixilm m>d:> its head, 
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\!nl the \ luo „(»ltlon red, 

Oil till min net vrbitet 

On 111} Into sotno homo lay, 

Souk old h[iaiush romaiioOi 

It dtli^lits mo to play, 

1 ')! 111} comiodoM to daaoai 
S(i( li 1 ^ 1} , laughing band, 

\s t)i( \ uiiiil hand in hand^ 

K( iind tlic tent ^here tbty |>Cl 4 d^ 

J tom the HUii'ti burnllV 

Htit I loM tiiimtofaU ^ 

W li( 11 tho day runs 
\ii 1 tht lit u} dewa fan ^ 

Tiu \ ibt ocean to aoisa 
With ill aondeting eyei^ , 

\b tliv. tiiuoii ’gms to riae^ 

\iid ( it billow and akien 
S{ 1 i idb her bright ailvar 

Tulf WW i Otptt. 



ll«»d or 


M VZi:pPA, 

Part il 

liiLS when a mortal on whom hia Qod iif 
Is bound on th} f itefal ( iou|a, 0 geDiill^ 1 
lie stiii^'o^ *** \ iin , with a bound, imti 
heel, ^ 

Trom th^' leal thou bearcat him forth, tMtM* nnd 

bii ik 1*5 th# \ loci * ^ 

Ih} feet, feet of steel. ^ 

Ihou clcdiest the deserts with him, tod tlld boaac]^tO|Nl of the 
pioud • 

Old lulls of strengtn, crosse'st seas, and beyond the depths of cloud 
While daikncss heavily Ins, and, awaked thy footsteps' sound^ 
A thousuid spirits imjmrc iii their h'gion close press round 
s^J h} tra\ ellcr bound 
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lit QUO flight «>ti til} n 11^1 ui tl iiiH li II i I ' ‘II w' t 
Wide field* cif the po-ioiblo tlicic stKtclii.il ut, ■< ul u il us ut 

the floctl : 

Be'fifinke from the nfct eternal, in stoimii.lit ir stu m^nt 

DO* 

Hie loekl with the looks of oometb cumnnoglc I, ill f tm n.; .bit 
Oo the flmsment's brow. 


^1%eBtk nNenawtHersohel ho sees, thn nng uf ill ''imimi ti i 
Attd tfa« {Ktle thirt bead* round her bi im tin m i t \ it m 

AH hebeW} theldeel horizon, the Imntlt wi il 1 1 1 _| t 

Moveth OQljfl H knoweth no limit, disjilaccd tin < b tb link 

Wtired flight. 

f % 

And 'whe, anibil tally the demon* and angeb mu kii \ n i \ 

What he filling' bltallowiug thee, 01 "ues^ tin s»i uu li^l tn 

thatgle^ * 

On hi* eady^eoorohmg and bmnin/ of m nn i < u\ sj uk 
A nd how, hi i^hoee cold wings shall sMikc u i s 1 1 mm 

A||A |ia aae mark. 

. AflHghtad he^eriee, hut in 'vaiu: relentless, ffi\ flight will II It 1 I, 
The flight that fifarwhelm* him and ciuslus , c'\li u sted, m 1 

Inftwbdpde, 

Utah *t«^ fliou dewt take aseme to hollow his tomb, and he s i ks 

' IniOfiightj 

1' TBlitho ead eomet— he ran*, and ho flics, and he lalK- md he 
yhaeifris^t, 

Ijk tdng in hi* might. 


Emii\ 111! kit. 



L /LOX. 


I 


NAl*OLEOit 


\n*» I (»r(lonnir th \i, — whether of light 
1 1) 1 . oi (l.uknosH — ^ettU float sway 

I h u'f ot out , thino eagle's sosriag flight 
!• is iis ill l)i< itlilusH, after it away* 
i r , M ii.it ti > II thy proscnceikia wCRulflstiwS 
^ isi>.(< in thy mi^ty shaiiiow 

h ^ I n ill |iu lun ^ nf the living flay, ^ ^ 

\ ! .Mill tiiiisliohl of our time atoa^ 
h / . u% Vi t SMiuhu, suikIs tby fDiWji Kigaltgtt 


I i u> ulunthf* uiiiiinng strangei^ssfelgi 
I III i M ui i> th it ’iicaUi VesttvMfao^ ^ ^ 

A\ii •ltd liM unnl il n - thr rnfrhsntte 
1 I Tut I tio»o ftn rarthonope^ ^ 

(h, lin^ inu' Ion ; in ilrcamy reverie^ " " 

(hi I mIk t hc.iu% odVous idslutslmyi 
\\ «mk <1 h\ whoio In ♦ i*h tho soft aiidMS.%^'^’ 
smii lik‘'i>ui( li' 'iiwliing 
A \ m t 1 Ik V 1 1 y ■>« 1 1 ti» tlut SCStV9 ’ 

"■ t/.; 


II ii, uliithii I’l itum'H floIeaiQ Hww . . 

Si.< ir.il III' liii - > |1 with meditiii^^jkkMIir^ 

ill ii lv./-i.oli, 1 « the Mprightljr tbailift * / 

(I* t Li inti II i' it 1 1< ( <1 'iieath Tuifnia fpv^ 

L niM/ h'‘ uhilc .t».iy tho ovenflilg lM«lir j 
< h wake till- Cl lull nuiurnful, kot *0^ 

Ot that ' 1.1 city, m iti dreaming bovnr 
lu the 1 il' mo sLued, whoro tpa mrio M koiiy , 

The likcucis which they wore at tlnitlMrttftisil llitp; 


Oi ‘lie hik lurk at Posillippo laid^ 

\\ hilc A-> the bw irthy boatman at hia aida ' 
Chant-, Tas-so’s lajs to Virgil's pleasM shade, 
K\er lie bcti, thioughont that circuit wide, 
Fiona -liady nook or 'tinny lawn espied, 
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roi\\fs nv r/c7uA^ /ir'co. 


From rocky headland viewed, or II'*u'ry s’lH^rc, 

From sea, and spraining mead alike deserir il, 

Tk0 Oumi Mounif tow’ring all objects i>’er, 

Jkll4 blaiel(*lling with, its breath th’ hf>ri/>vn ovemiore ! 

rs Mirr/It:t„ 


, . PATKIOT. 

, O.Oanuiel tbo }>oct'M song 

thy deeds too long ! 
actor’s part is done, 

' J and the fights are won, 

what Fate dccrccsl 
no more which thonsands bleed 
i shone, as clouded or as bi igLt, 
riu the heaven at night, 
i^oaphant no more pn>el.iiins 
the glory of their names, — 
F^nemories of warriors die, 

__ __p obscurity’, 

itk wbole verse alone 

JESsh||i|;|t%M their actions known, 

' show 

forgotten here below.' 

' Ao4^|^4ji^itHtiMgiectedI glory ^loot^ictl, 

/; 'v waled apart, entombeil, 

tihr to pigmies rise — no cries 

thy^^reseam echo to the skies; 
to Qteciim heroes — silent is tim lute, 
eetaymir sun witiiout one Momnon bruit! 

■vh." 

.WtiinpIbB a time men gave no peace 
^ 4$he^ for Athens, Bozzaris, Leonidas, and riroeoc: 
Atid'^hnaris’ more* worshipped name w«'is found 
Ca eViy lip, in ev’ry heart around. 
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TO CV/.\'.*//v*AV, ///A (;.VA7' A' /Vl/7v7('y. 


lint now is oliaiiijai tiu? soenel On hiat^ry’s page 
Are writ o’er tluno, deeds of another age» 

All ! tliine are in»i rtMuoiobored.— Gk^ooe, IwSrireUt 
'i'iie world lio luoro ihiiic heroon* 4ee4i Wifll ' 



Not tliat this matters to a 
'1*0 wlioin IS left the dark 
’i’hy iTiilant lurk, that oor tbi^imikX 
Aii l the hri jit jilanut guiding: 

All tiii so iviii.'iiti, with accident 
Ilojir, and the J»lea 8 nr 03 of a ] 
li>''ii Nature’s fairest proep 
'I'll*' noisy Martin^', glad return^ 
pride of freeman on a boniM 
Which mocks at danger and ( 

And e’en if lightning^pinions ( 

"i'is all nudete .utii joyoiisuett 

Yes, these remain! hluo sky and t 
’i’liine e:i;.des with ono sweep I ^ ^ 

'i'hc sun in golden beauty cverpi^^’^ 

Tlii* clistanec where rich warmth 
d'liy laiv'nage%) mellifluously 
Mixed with sweet idioms from ] 

As I Java’s streams to Hamos’ wi 
And with them mingle iii oimp 

AVs, those remain, and, Canaiis I 
The sciil[»turLd sabre, faithful in 
d’he broidcred gJirb, the yatag 1 ]a% 

Kxpressive of thy rank, to 
And when thy vessel o’er the 
Is proud past storied coast# to 
At once the j>oiiit of beauty may rfeiAne 
Smiles to tliy lip, and sruoothe thy brow once tnme. 



O. W. M. Rsyxolds. 



im ’/ / > / /i . ( / ( f 


AXA( KI.ON 

AvaurbuK,— whoso blitbo till of {>( rs^ 

Vram snmmitslioar of sago anti |uit\ 

Bttl^Ung AlhwAlCWOtuly, one hmh t\li it tunc 
IhtD np^iw «Ki w«ary fi< t th it i I.inli, - 
Row Mteet (0 taO thy travel* In chIhi iml < I< ir ' 
BwMitMioifOtllA tired Alpini IiimIIm 

^tdew wain 1 lu } » < \ l 

from hdiU of '•m u i] i ((> ' 

N K 1 \ * I J \N 


SONG. 

tihrough htstoiy Iiko a sun 
j»» five yoais 

RetMM hnght victory through tl i ilun 

> Kh^l^adowed sphoros , 

XpMid XOMqpa ’ncath hit law of ini.h* 

/ V tho knee — 

* flnth; fonx afw, hobble aftci .iii|^lit, 

I 

the roar of fight, 

•> (U^ ami wrene, 

tfa« fiery ilighi 
fiUatNi^lMeD. 

'RpoafAimda bridge he trinl, 

And oane forth free— 

(lotne ! here is gold, adore thy ggd, 

> p^/ 

were his lights-oMove, 

He ravished them , 

/ 

*Blttholj ho stMzcd bnive heights above 
By the iron hem ; 



1 


(*\ 


K i I i j:ht ill I \ the uuls, 

Ills biwKs to bt - 

1 1 1 tliLO Utto irc the poor pale girb| 

I t f j fit • 

[I ] IS ( 1 on mountai!Ui| 

II \ 111 ^ 111 Ii iiid 

I ) { lihi, i)u li^ditiuug, tad tlio 

Oi \< I V J iiid 

Hmi il n li tottued ou tlidbxil 9 i(k^$ 

ot li t\ 

111 I !•> sMit iiiicd* quicJc^roa 

y* tit, j I (it f ^ 

111 11 uiidi iio fill, l<H)«oaiagrttj^ 4 |f^^ 

I Ik il>\-siiul set \ 

M I Ic <lo li< t di'piht for ]li|% 

I h II ii 111, ( 1 plunged froia vbertlU'^^^ 
\ii 1 1 util bii irli<*d froOf-^ ^ 

1 It u > <lf »\\n ili\bclf m tbyoUWomdl, 


rit,j uf 


i ^ 





.V. 


^OLOMOir. 

T »i KniL' iiii I fate’e 80 iitbr>^ 

(.< U t 111] c build 
111) i 11 ii)\ sla\c that ca^ni’tik'l 
I ]dii luc, awestruoL, ga 



Mv t>A to \ ui!<l, iny sword to 

N< Cl (c isni^' toil for wetriitW t 

M\ bu ith^cio strong to ttim otA tat 
'1 he Lib} iu humcano ; ^ 

Hence God IJiiiiscIf is troubled, Ofalw 
( rime bom, sin s sombre Wisdom wraps my throne , 
S it in, to juik'G lictwixt high heaven and hell, 

Would chouse King Solomon. 



jvi i/> />) I h loi II 


Tho lord of faith am I, tin lonl ( f it u , 

Warrior, 1 rule the both, — pnc^t, tli( -(Mil , 

JkM king, I wield tho day’s bright azuit ^jihcie, 

Am pontU^ nij^ht control 

S oho the mbtle master of all dreams , 

X guide the hand that rites upon tlic \\ ill , 
Xartb*$ eme&i are familiar, — sighs, son- st i« tins, 
X YMl ih^ one and all 

<f s 

Wi/btj WkI Uko a got moimo , 
at aa ISden staled uh\.iy 
T<^ power is mightier tli ui the k sc 

, aiNfriiit ta aotd May, 


my golden sceptic sill lit 
a tHig bent b) I d no — 
my soul, 0 nj luph div nu, 

jMMp^ ay MBg ! 

of this ringed thing th it bio< do 
Sbaty Will's depths, as in a sludony tuo, 
iMi^<{gK|MMMS I to diase it, as hpnng mi hK 
'o f,l!P^lM|ai)M'«elodyl 

N K 


9^ PRINCESS KOYAL' bLNO 


IwSifiiMl w 

ifapfiR r?^ ^ ® 

^ pl^ hM icarco can breathe, 

' fliMUp mat tenderly 

A soft iong thou dost wreathe*^ 

)!hoii aingest, little girl — 
f ^!Nihj rire^ the King is ho : 

"yUouiid thee glories ahirl. 

But aU things sigh in thee. 

Varic, daughter of Louis Philippe. 



c V // / \ 


/*V \L/ AO\J/ S/ 


i lt\ ti ulit iin\ V k not 
i)l spmh ihai lo\o’s foiblddon j 
'1 1)^ siiiiK s, tin so hoavoiily things 
Ik II ' t iiii^h boiii, aru clitddm^ 

i 

I null fi I I’st, [ o »r httle Brida^ 

A h Hill unknown and chill 
( li*^]) till ( fin n nnl the Wldg 
1 ) i |i sli nil so do itldy StUL 

a 

1 in ^ 1 1 lioirt. wingless, 

1 ink in tins black shadh 
^u u p, tin sin dl hands 
\ 4 1 1\, tin* ]iu]so GodimidiiS 

Til II trt \(t hut highness, thn ^ 
lliif--' ’i he iuijr*sty : ^ 

1 ii( n dl ' 1*1 un thy fair brow V 
nil flint (lawni flush may iMh 


(lull unto ariiiios dear, ^ 
l^\ n now wo m irk heaTCttlb 
D n nil 1 with the fume and httf 

All 1 ^ 1 i,\ ot hiittlo-iniglih 




lln giilfiilnr is he, 

I nth s I*ujif*, — ho hsfle _ 
P.i-" nj, iinud men 7oa«4 
L ke un it tiled women, 


As siint ill wirship thoe;"'^*,V'* 
1 in-ili t\f u hast the UtlQim 
Tilt ill of divinity 
Minu'lc 1 with thy small S0Q| 


y^i 

5 



I'ach gland old warrior 
i^uciids thcc, submlssiTe, proud; 
Mute thunders at thy door 
sleep, tiicit shall wake most loud. 



/■<•/:. l/.V /.*]' t\'C7uK J/lGO. 


\2(t 


Around thcc foams tlic wild 
Bright s(?a, the Jot of kiii.<s. 

: Happier wert thou, inj child, 

B jtba woods a bird tliat singi 




; , 1BE BLACK BA MX 

: * Part i. 

0 WAi^iijO 0 towers, 

'“^fll:Bioat and ninjjuirts grim, 
Ofilendcr columns, 

^ Hbd convents dim ; 
and hoarj, 
rilent, calm, 
t^iefa ottco ro-cchocd 


n 




||p^.Ottr mothers sought 

whom our fathers fougid. 
tiiillamo our pride, 
i ooiirta of kings, 

I emr treasured banners 
, Bmokostaiued uinirs 
I Idnitiphal arches, 
and viist 
iim, dungeons, 

rics full, 

imt grow never diilL 
I <nir afTocl iun 

4 

►'iave, 

^Ib^nd a shelter — 
a grave ; 
with ruthless heel 
bo dust again, 

•ftan infant people, 
of pleasure and of pain. 

Yesfei^ of races dead, 

A sacred stream dried in its bed. 





Jl. Tvluman. 



Inr hi IlA / 


1.7 


Ot II tl) t 1 \i hi ml ih\ heroes 

\ f lit \M * 1 1 »» iIk fi i\, 

^ > \ I 1 1 h\ 1 u 11 il t< i)i|>IeS| 

tl I I 1 1 lit C ll stl il 1 i\ 

I 11 n in\ w mil i n ' footHto{)fl foUoit'd 

II i(< ui tin ^it a unknown'.* 

Hi w ini I whoMc dating 

i M 11 I *ii IT sn < 1 1 inti) a 
\ll ! 1 llsti 11 ll 0\(IC}t6t 

ins M uliisf ifd ftom lbs pMt' 


I 

il n iiiN t ) ks])]i 111 ^' nniHOf > 

I I \ tl \ nil Mill ll ll ilroam% 
i \ ill w iiiiKc st( 1 ] ( niraas, 

\v 1 ill lii^hi i lintlt So brightlfiM^ 
1> I ' ilipril till kniuhtlj soufi ' N 
< I I i su 1 I 1 1 red ^vith rust, 

Ji i 1 1 1K tl j h I < irulot) 

ill ll sii ] s iii IK i^h its triintlmg dnstj 

( 1 s 1 11 t ll ditning Kpoedf 

\\ itii s| Ills ( I ^old, a wingless $t<lsd» 


! 

h 

Hi 


I 1 M flu (1 i < III, iTiil the |iath * 

\\iii(ii iiioc^ iis \\ indciiiigs in thesKtbdts 

1 lie ^ itc whose 111 ll if> buried dii^ 

]{(!< itii Its till ( itliK hood; 

] i M t o t] I t nil n il hiids 
\MiilIi (low 1 till ir tided roofb]ri4|^b% 

I I rii'-iii^ lh< ll SI j uli liral VoicSUi » 

C itliii^' in tlicii flight— 

lil ick halt till ns tlxy— and MAi^ 
Aieuiid the tmict*s of the keep^ ^ 


I lo\( the i\\ iiiantlcd tower 
\\ htiH e hounris th^ s( hran vesper bell, 
And o’tr tlic bilciit i>lace of tombs 
'^tii ds like a f mil fill bcutincL 



r2S 


JVI VS VJLlOk HUGO 


Tlie old Btouo crus^ biokcn sii ps, 
Wbim weary travollcra lo\o to icit, 
l|atitteiiiented citadel 
^ yuarie the Valley^ peaceful, blest, 
’And ov« all its abadows lav 
^ , 1^ come gfigimtic bird of picy. 

I the keepi the marble court 

acrosa the lea, 

il^ Ii4)« wheire kntghte c>f old 

wM tfdd eni^ their panoply » 
ptiated eauomeat blazing out 
night, 

Thi where rest the bia\(\ 

the eges^ flight — 
that the steel-clad bia\ os win ^ 
,yW«^Wwee^ rejoice and ^omeu wtLp 
U(i4^iti^ttL>lng foreet domes, 
Ardi4^w|Q^Iar bend then head, 

^ ;.dteititfdnB seem to tell 
ttf the mighty dead. 

goats dislodge the stoncb-— 
strongholds rude, 
iQto jMring eagle 
^^tow hungiy brood, 

m hide their nest 
"il Wty crest, 
MMlIiassacpt 

tliat speaks, 

desr, tweet rmnee, to thee 
within thm walls, 
gHm majestic heroes 
through thy sacred halls. 

^ If they are but slndcs of yore, 

Ate shades of gmnts eveimore. 




Tin: I'l \CK I'^Axn, 
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Ml'h of I’r.'iiipo, \\hi> 1*‘V0 her shrines, 
V<*ur <I'kI will bless iu cverj ago 
Tlie >A .1 will), in the ihivs of terror, 
S.l^e^ iii-. i*Miv-.siros* heritage i » 
Se ■ in 1 vv'rv fallen stono 


A J .st'ilen from your walls, ' ' 

li. i 'r M<* lv.^tr.lin his blighting hand, , 

Ih 1' .. hark to rranei* her audoat Gaull|. / '}:T’^Vv ^ / 

»;i\c memory hack her Sprefldiag ; 

Aii'l Im-i- uM courts to her 

TM!-: ilLACK 

PAttT II. ' ^ ^ 


TAttT II. 


Ill -ur.n ho Iho hre leal : Hushed the 
I oivnir thoM' :.•:! ^rioiis relies in peace ' to thoir^tadl]Sd|p^^|^^ 
1' ‘I'j. in an jL'eh*^- LOilf, whore no friendly tear w^'lnid^ 

W her* no {•:; \ ing 'jlmer (sui rest on their 
( ‘i- iiohle, \e I !ins Ml •jrani], imi<le holy by Tim^a 
W niie-r. yi- of a^]»ast whieh the present c^ett 

>ii..l;r o(l‘ the du^t of Nour feet on a peoj^ 

V'*h /. '". 

i • a-j to watch over a camp plunged deep ftl 




nr, siiex* ih- inarch of our time must efe^.]^;l|||p!ia| 0 ^^ 

."'hould w'c not pivividly remember tliat 
Tiio>e that w'itli valour unriTalled 

their eotlins, . j? ' 

And who, arraigning the dead, have satfe|^ ^'|i|lS|n 
Ihiiiour the bravest of brave! wh(»n in 

their glory ' ..j ?'p 

lAcr could venture to vie with, for theW'liiiire o'ea^ 

tomb.-iioiics ; ■ ^ . ^ '■ . ’ 

r> nes they Lave broken, and scattered to cv^ry q-finrter of heaven j 
Tombs they Lave rifled, and crowned tbemselvea with the glory of 
conouc^t. 


1 



POEMS llY VIC'luR nr GO. 


Whence did they gain for their deedM of ditrin;^' such boM inspim- 

tioD t 

Waa it tbl ^ nothing^ they foiiud after so much labour and 
* tfOU^ . i 

aeguence on earth made tlicy scjoik-bn'.^ 


I y in heaven had spread desolation ! 

tend as nought but an old fascination, 

10 to the root of s»»me \ <*in)L'' rejiiUat i(»n -- 
p^ink witli a conra;_o‘ s'lbliiiio in its 

'tii^bs they might jKJSsibly vaiuiuish a 

^ thousands, in crowds rush eagerly for- 

^diera, who never have known any war- 

with foes well wcu'thy their prowess ; 
walls, and there, llierc are castles in 








B eneath these gates ;^diich stand o]»ou 

lay siego without any danger ; 
that they rouse nut tlie ancient 

Id surely take Them fc-r strangers. 

iif century wills to be lonely : 
b which have offered to time such 


departed, 

' Ttearts of those times all tlioiight and 


all encumbered with iionours, 
heavy for people who live in the present — 
What ddeiS.tnSS past do for us, but cloy our hurr\ ing footsteps I 
Out of the tiltia the gods may grant, let us keep but the future. 



THE Tiro js/..ix/)s. 


Ii«'t us uot hear any mure in praise of our credulous fathers ; 

'J’hev Kh.KlvI only at tluty, hut wo luive our rights to oonslder. 

AVo have our viilues as Nsell, for we can bring, to the scuf' 
fuld; • 

Wc can as.'i.issiuatc priests^ or shoot 

Ail ! 'tis, al.f<, too true that France, in this * 

Muinn^ her aiu-iiait honour, and hope, faitktie * 
Crinu* ha^ Virtue displaced, and nv0n 

Just as tlio hruinhle otiaces the steps . 


Pity the soirow nf Franco, who, reft 
Los^s lior iii:ije.'->ty too, while her enSihli^ 

KlikI her Vesture asunder; her nakcdnM 
Let US not. 1i'.^‘hlly regard a mother SO 
And while slie w Cfps f.ir lier glory, 'tis 
Vuik'd I'roiii licr view upon earth, let OS 

Ne'er isli.'ill our youthful Mu8e,lraeit/ tt iW 
banner, , ^ 

('leansc u!V the staiu of that dust with 
iiuirkei-l it, ' ■/ ’ 




THE TWO 

it'henee he came, /will leU 








Tukue are two isles in 
With half the wide 
AVhich, like the heads of 
Frown forth upon the 
And looking on t licit 
Olio feeds that God has placed 

For some mysterious plan ^ 

Their sides are with the lightningC^^ |IC»I^ 
The ocean’s foam their fields have rakrred, 
They heave with dread volcanic groan. 
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roKMs nv v/cToii iiuca. 


Tlios^ isles where ocean casts her .si jmv 
Upon the rntliless rocks so steep, 

Seem like two pirate ships that sway 
/ / Porerer anchored on the deep. 

thet fovmed these islands twain 
trackless stormy main, 

\ mid sea and sky, 

had t}uis-\viso dnne, 
he bom in one, 

I here bis grave ! 

ds shall still hv told, 
lores to laves 
j have all grown oM. 
imal shores, 
le there fK»urs 
IS from afar ; 

D mountain's siilc, 

3p that ride, 

; notes of war. 

mted lands, 
yf at his breath, 

smd gave him death, 

pass in peace, 
ts release, 

^ fall. 


were his thoughts in youth's sweet early }>viio.c 1 
^ - What were his musings at life's closing time, 

' As'roamed his thoughts o'c-r all that maideuing dream 1 



i ao ISIANDS. 
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Now coiilfl lie ft cl the emptiness of fame, 
Hr thitme u luuhle, glory but a naniet 
II )\\ ^ un iitd hollow doth ainbitioo ipeemi 




I \< 11 in his ( liiMish dreams had 
<)i w n iiiid \KUny and an em^KProi^l 
lu siv t)io Cl dts fiom hrnbemnemiriM^, 

\\ ith ( ii \h inictic from iim j ^ 
ihc hlionts ind cries ot subjeohl 
Vnd tin loud war songfl of triu 

.a 

I > 0 ^ live \ i]H Iton * Let the slMMtl 
i w i < I IiiiiiRlf hts kingly bmir 1 

With th I Iviiijs fot slaTeSt 
Ki 1 •’'» un ^ iioiti huodvad 
And mid impel 1 tl Homo's pslktik^ 

II pi lilts Ins IK wdiom infant*! fOJhIl 

Ilii cip;lcs hpicid then pinions 
\t d to the tuinhiiiig tiiiies bli 
lit h TK ni bomi i/e conclaTO 

\ii 1 will) iiH U Mistained flag* MMi 
1h( cK -.lent of the Turkt $xA 
Of ^ Ideii ( io:>s of hiiughtyi 

Tilt 1 ptj ill bronzed, the GodS^ 

1 !ic w 11 like Pole with fiamodpAl, 

\11 ud to ingc his wdd amltoi 
"J In II t iil\ 1 vw his will, tbsir 
And iiiditliing ’ncath bis ^ag% OT iMOf 

1 he wt ipons of a hundred nationo^ 

Vnl^jhi chic he casts as 
A ki /loin, piiiK i ility or two; 

An I monarchy uniiid his gates their watches keep, 

So that sctuit he rc'^ts m peaceful shade, 

W h il tniK his ^word is nr its scabb.iid laid, 

As fi-luui in anion/ hia nets may bleep 



POl MS hV r/C/L A //I ( n 


Hm cyno hath he built so far md liudi, 

Ho seems to ds^cll within the ])t i( i fill sk\ , 

Where storms con never teach, m i t« m])! s{ n 1 1 
TllOUf^ ntMlemeath his foot the Ion K II r n\( ii, 
The thfmdem in their cour<^cs m tin he i\cn 
Cybm^ iiissil bis angel-guardcd he iJ 


npwatti , diiron foith 
our ooinnioii o nth 
^Itagatbeir foe row ml 

him in that lone I \ 1 uni, 
the fallen mon iieh h nid 
inj^ Sttser oeaseless gu.ud 

l|l^Stbed those idle, listless d \\ s, 
|lMI(>smiset hour with cumoiis 4 i/e 
sun’s dcclinintr 1 i}s ’ 
and sad he p«uid the lx leii 
ll^InMaks his dream some 1 ulei s] t tch, 
him back to th it b 1 1 ] 1 ic< 

MpipK wndb now iKton s luid, 

14^ Intta those who just bcfuie adoi^d 
bini as if a god 

Tengean^^ and t^ e dm 
the heart within, 

lyHMI^aoullab’twcie with ch istcnm.^i 


fiats^ tsngeaooe, maledictions s 10 

Sima besTSa stnd earth in one va^t floe 1 outi om , 
ISTcsf see ire low the groat Colossus bent, 

O, may he o’er regret, alive or dc id, 

The bitter tears* he caused the woiH to shed, 
And all the piiccless blood for him w ib bpent 



nil no isiA\Di>. 


IV) Tiber, N me tlio Volga allid the ualls 
Of Mo ii'dh p ihu s md Gothic hulle^ 

'latli md Mosiuw, burnt withcglta 
Ti >in b]oo<l St uiied fields his Istil 
III tlmiKb img iicccnts <* 

If nil do tho si lughtered 

Dumb witli tbo sccrcta Of 

(bi Imijimg limbs all j 

r>\ inuidcrous lannon I* 

M i1 1114 I lull of his foul ptiiCas 

I h \i l( t him li\(» and dto, fum, ' 

l !itil t' w iM tlmtwt 
1 ii it h mil til it nft has 
Null mill Its fetters is 

\ IK u iiiimol t d n line he hoped'lK^ 

I i1x( til it liOiiu, i\hich held th§ 

Ihc time, the span that each 

Ik fore he filh the narrow d|ll srjMWj^H ^MMjllg 

M hen men forget, the ocean Stfll 

III \ nil within bt Denis* 

(■ ) 1 did not ehoosc tli it luausoleutibi 
N jr hi his giave within these 


llow sad the einjity enp, the vamidiiSdi dmm how sad, 

Begun in blissful jo\ but changed to nightmare mad ' 

When }oung our rci'soii yields to Hope’s too flattering tale , 





\ ( ^iJ \l/\ / {liL\ 


ly 7 


W ith U Kit. I mils, un I kmgly form, 
Vim! ih iks ih tt%he un&ottled aoiil 
\\ ill n ilu (Ht«m \\avet (|aiitrol| 
As oiict hi uilod the battla itoraou 


a 

!( 1 st, two 


VIII. 

\ltll ull 111 • II 

('1 >11 I s 1 li un Ini inaJu 
Oin Un i( h s l)U ith w is ^irenglha 
J Ji it n line wliii h oil h is hold t\x 0 
ill s<ill ti >tn hill t ) sfa within ti|0M[ 
liiM ! ) k mil liil (I )th still romatn* ^ 

» sli ts iht fieiy shill by murdevottit 
i 1 h tin )ii Ji tlio mmky gky its 
On in ni nt diai^i I \ itli dtath, it 
\i 1 Mun, like \ 1 unc Hwominff Oft 
\\ ith out tutclu I win^^H and taloni 
111 \M< ck iinl luin hulls it down. 

f 1 111 the \ ist in 1* 11 s month dark 
W hti e los , *i h in^ii ot hie and 
''11 k (b idl)' pondeions ^lob , which 
And where the sh ittcicd shell in 
And, dealing death aiouiiJ, iu 
And night and bikncc cover alk 



IN ( iiriiizY 

Fmr \ illcj, IK ith your .Ull a&d 

V M \ ii'f' tr mi.'- siU, sad aildl '' ’ * 

Vn 1 - t M ) ml ill I'-int' hiid amid “ 

'Iu 1 1 1 1 iitc 1 I o jIs .md reeds by tifiMMI bliiWtf t 

’III thus III 1)1 Hers fiom man, and ofitill jonA 
l\ lon^s som th I m < , brave beacts 80 true and warm , 
The utiklj ic( 1 tl it f|ni(kly breaks, m truth, 

Is ..icith bli't, thoiij;h \ictira to the storm 



PuEMS UY I VC POP HUGO, 


O.Tide ! the wanderer prays for that bh'st trale ; 
and weary he would rend th'* veil 
the , goal would end hia woes. 

\ Mnc dusky rays disclose 
treeless and [mIo, 

■] i^itshowfiL 


\ from woo to woo, 

|p^ feeling ho doth know, 
for loving, pilyin;^ lic:irt ! 
^^"i^aoothed hib riigjxcd way, 
riangh when he ia ^ay, 
ptll etart. 

' is his l(»t, 

I the dark vale hc^rot, 
i^es around its arn\s, 
r;^iritll love's own fottersii bound 
Bd, 

^^i||XpandB its fragrant clianns. 

. mountain's side, 

' seeks repose 
^4MihQes to his \\(»es. 
l-to ihosc who bide 

chiefest friend to those. 

■ 

than he at rest, 

• ’neath the mountain's crest, 
i from gaze of hiiinan kind. 

: clings city mi re, 
nV&f and gentle streams consjiire 
Buring wind. 

[ beneath your grateful sluido, 
of ihat blest heavenly maid 
smiles and brow as pure as snow, 
no .earthly marriage Fate decrees 1 
^ ^ , dsoul the vision still shall i»leaso 
^ Of deathless nnion past this world of woe. 






D«af is th« car of alt tint ieHc1k<l nut 
To sorrow'* sob, althoiyli uh t nl k 1 1 1 
BoUer than wyito lung m J>tb m i lit > 

Ttt hdlf tbo indigent wid taisu tin 1 >\ 

< tmita t)M» wicked to forsake Ins n t\ 

"And tad t!bf fndtutrlous »ork fiom i t > d i) ' 
8uidnit(IW|dMWiigr those bouts ah 1 1 

ink wasted at the fi'-t d I ti>l 

' licautit.'' ' m wlu t ul 

" ^ 9 lljnui|lilt|| Mid Vice has no cutiti ( I , 
furbidM to sill, 

I chaste, so ]nit I wi'lun - 
Went ne’er thre it i lu 1 1 1 tin, 

I kin jkgrous, and mIio'- it i t i i 
l%todesty a hmnlu I n 
, protect a tboutuii In n n 
I is pregnant with il u* 

( pl^nuita cheer the d i ■ u i 
while ,sotu M il It 
) Wiaddn', bomcb ss sk k u ' 
t you lu a h i)>i>\ il I 
I* wwn to you all lots u u , 

t tim nrn of bli^s, \otii e\ Li 

^Jiprisanfo the bkiiN 

ofltfc Lull gilluu tl u L, 

tfbUc, folkw in joui trim, — 

■ lbvdbiui>s an i m \om c n 
thin ^ but 1 ^nikio, 
leiifimouKd ol tlu lijht, 
t«kkk%Mi!‘i«aIitts of icmIi} c I h iii^lit 
l^ns jfn tnvral thither, did jc km » 
iWrotohes walk the street', thi _ i .1 
, Whose gewgaws glittu m the 4I u 
great luitie, all esj e..t iiit tl '•i 
* 'Waitcluug tlK P IVail^LT ( low vl W It b , I t \ L 
Till dno then love, or luiat, or sh unt in bi \ 


1 1 - 

I ’ 
il 


ii \ 



li A\ j .: \ ) V / / /y \\ s u /si\ i\ r i-\/- i ,i 

Or with rommi) ^liii«j ji and rage, 

1 !.t V iiuLik tho [ of yuor cquipag^j 

Vti I tiu .r dei • It fill life obsuya tho whilo 
I i.iavk ihcir woe bcucath a slfikty SQEiil^l 


V nil 1 TN ON A ru:MKH 


i ■»> 


\\ ii IP. ih\ < 1 1 KM of the oldect i 
t)< 11 V 1 \i)\ to list thermgiugt 
J )i >' t iihfiil of doiiij 0 iti 6 J 

\ 1 1 (•! i 1 1 uuK is‘ where the i 
\ ilu^li oi rah iik ndian glow dcriilbi 
( uulit fiotn rOhOod Huusofi 
'IMk ( iiPiie, tlip < iiiikiiij; diitne! 
lh« 1141 I Ik*i allutions to (>ersoaily*" 
it IS the lit >>11 and fx 1 1 hotiri 1 
Jn of \u ! this m dancing 1 
A[i) ilin^Jx i ( nn u e fine »ed 
of .1 door o{u i in th* inocirp<!ll 9 ^ 

She roiiK »’ <)\ 1 diow^y roor% 

>hakiiig JicT ]aj>, of oilvVy 1 
Ihnpii}^ without it'iuoibe thei 
Tn >)»in 4 like jo}oiis bird wil{L I 
(Jui\’iing like dart that trcill)>h 
ll}' a frail ci^v'^t il «*tair, whose ' 
llwii’j hei ‘•I'.'ht footfall, tim’r 
In iiiiiocLiit (Atravtgonce 
'I he gract'fiil clf jilights from < 

^kVhile the quuk bpirit — thing oft 
As now hhe goca, now comos, motlli 
Dc^ctndb, tho 0 del.cate degrees upog^ 

Heard her melodious spirit from step to step thh on. 




/V'/! U'. A; i: 


FROM THE INVESTKD WALI-S (.1’ I'.MMs 

the west, dctiHO blm-k tin- -.i. v: 

iiiviayi)le arm from hoavcii I<‘c f til, 
t:^1iM^aw>'a«i:daiiuui for a canopr, 

.. .... . . d. o'er tlwt ,1 pall. 

«■ *t«ero a |>!;-.>.ii 
j laHt of k'.if, \M r.- Miiftiii-ii.. !. 

iP^it'lkloked toward l.tavt'ii li. n •].: ' 

fodgbt bhi'ii! .shun*', !»!'-'■ i ili« ik jm i. 

80too vast I In mI 
tteaiC^Cil V'ttiiirtt. 

*- 1 .(1 1 1 1 1 
fallen fruni hi a \ > ii tiM> d • !i ! 

N. IJ. 'rvi vv \ v. 

lAVRANniKS. 
f tiftat, fell the va.ft 

^|q{i|iawoke, aud urjL'od t<» hnnir i 
Jliitti OF&gss, above the .-ronrs 

baveu, some hinl^ Ujitu their 
^^'i|iwad on all the around. 

and the of man ]>rofMin:v] ! 

the van s ilt w aiai«l, 

the ocean iMuiid. 

Ill^mleas mysteries, did I hrood, 
i'Otenml solitude, 
nga ne'er stirn d by h.itric hrcatii, 
liiombre stricken field i f dearh. 
liqiots where widost-wiu j-e i doth rove 
\ in wrath. ouajiiHitent in love, 
tliigh heaven what hath been man s s*-!o 

prieon fiowns, and there a sopul. hro 
.. ’ ’ li. T^LUMAX. 
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/n ijcj* 


J/Ci.u. 




Wc arc in ilic watery sj.aec 
Tbo same bark that en<1t> its race 
On the same reef. 

, * II. 

Alt.,40M\^ptait)S| ftCa-bovK Final 1, 
:;^|^b:ibiniuiy a voice tloth ca]), 
^ny ft prayer, 

unanswerihLf ti«les, 
aQver fish (jniek I^liilcs 
hair. 

[fathomleKF, untold, 
i^reacos doth one behold 
‘ a breath, 

i^ipwniths most horrilily 
_ ijl to the stannchlcss sea 
P^fl^Wttea death. 

HI. 

ftthft barren cojist 

I of loved ones lo^t^ 
hearts that yearn ; 
to olaap tliat foiiu 
* calm or storm 

lX''! ft, , 

If twas a child ! 

1; then, still th<' wild 
ilbws rave ; 
iidc, oven, night, 
llblaocm Is alight, 
titosave I 

^ Jone: ^‘Ere sumuicrs gone 
he ashore, Janes, John, 

'H;; ' ^Shseet Louis small ; 

(^/'Whto the xipe grapes darkly glow . , 
But the night-wind answers low, 

^ Drowned are thev all ! ” 



yv/ / /sy c/ /A/£/h^)/ 


M 7 


^ i j I I ‘ III the storms 
Si i\\ LI I I L — lo, thoso loTod forms 

1 n-.\4mishM! ^ 

I i)t»k whiii c\o dies on ihemm^ 

1 \er\ h How 18 a grata 

AN iiLiice comes a bMd.* , 

"• 1 

1 1 I) \ r n w \t« r}' xrasta ^ 

I 1 ( liiu liiMMii their semis ajPlWlV 

l» I K { 1 limed for bliaa 
I \i rv \ III w IS a grave ; 

O iin tl \t \Lt every wave 
A ( ) 1 ilt IS 





THI 1 1 \sT OF FBKEDOlt 

it w nil in nil (ntdivtom 

I III I (• 1 kill 1 {iiiiiiik! md ( 

ij^itc known I tlic “I HI least,”** 

V 

* I* V ^ ' 

J lliS KINOB OF WOlMak fi -V ^ 

AA III s till. ( hii'-ti Ills WI. 1 C diKiniad taf^" *** " 

Us t! not Liii till ] rator, combiSfel^ 

\n 1 i I tti »iH lauHO, 

I nth t i \ 1 i> wl.ili tlx \ast Cob 
(» itiioic I til LI li 1 < ked on, and tbgyi 

()i “ tin ivoj It's applamn^ j- - ^ t 

( hi i\o C\t of th it i’ n of thtir evetimgi ttmliSllir 
\i the of thin iuii^con a i;orgaoiia repsili^ 
llich, in ‘•i lilted, uiipncedi 

1 Lat the doomed 011 ^. lit (mi sooth) gather strength are they bled, 
ith 111 Ignorant pit} the gaolers would spread 
For the III Lit) IS of CliiibU 




POEMS JiY VICTOR liUCv. 


Oh, ’tWM strange for a pupil of Paul to rcditic 
€Duch, while Falemian wine 
hie cup to the brim ! 
itoiatic repose, 










E It the earth’s wi<le o\p.oise, 
at forth to onhanco 
they gave : 
ihe lap of dcliglit, 

I welcomed that night 
grave. 

oVhis ponderous chain, 
:iger, impatient to stain 
' arena ; 

who* applauded those deeds, 
ling enjoyment, must needs 
188 hycena. 

m that ultimate eve, 
were destined to give 
ir food ; 

% slave at that board, 

D that life can utlbrd, 
ring stood. 

was your banquet of pjwcr, 
your festival hour — 
hat it rings ! 
pirey is decreed, 
stitepoldican hunger will feed 
L n ianquet ofKin^i / 


^ ‘‘Father Prout” (Frank S. Mahon v). 



MOS£S OX THE NILE, 
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MUSKS ON THE NlUl 


“ .SiM’i:i:s ! tlic wave is freshoBt 
Uf tlio voiiu^ morning ; the * 
Till' riviT bank is lotioly : oome'f 
'riic early imirmura of old I 
Faint on my oar; and here Un 
I V'' |i in tho oovert of the gt0l 
S I VO l)y the dewy eyo-glancel 

“ W iiliiii fatlier’tf palace, 
Siiine all the Arts, but oh I 
I’riial.od with gay flowers, is 
'ritan gold and porphyry Taael’ 
ilow glad in heaven the 
Sweeter tlicsc zephyrs flout 
Of costly odours in our royal 


The sky is pure, tho spark! 

Fnluusc your zones, my mal 
To float rswhilc upon these 
Your blue transparent rob^y 
And take away my jealous 
To-day wt.* shall bo joyous 
Uur limbs amid the munhttr 

Hasten ; but through the 
What do I seel Ijook ye 
Xav, timid maidens — we must 
Coursing along the current, 1 % 

An ancient palm-tree to the 
That from the distant 
Downwards, to view our woncbij^^; 

“ But stay ! if I may surely trust 
It is the bark of Hermes, or tfaedhell 
Of Iris, wafted gently to the sighs 






Mosj;s o.v THE nils. 






POEMS liV I'JCTO/: urc(h 


. Ye ivhose proud hearts disown the wavs of heaven : 
, be bumble ! for its power is nigh : 

a cradle shall redeem thy wnrth~~ 

Cradle jet shall save the widespread earth ! *' 

. ' ' , ' /' Duhliil Uninrslti/ 



[i^nrMBALEEH’S BRIDE. 

i^e Bake of Brittany 
aojosmoiied his harons bold — 
i lUiike a fearful litany ! 
will not meet any 
||l^ of giant mould. 

who dwell in donjon keep, 
'Mtesil'^lad knight and ])cer, 
are girt with a niOcii cut doe]) 
eipoel in soldiership 
loved cymbalccr. 

I^lljmbals, forth he went, 

14 bold aiid gallant bearing ; 
be was meant, 

' ^ Me with courage blent, 

l)jdoth of gold he's wearing. 

W::L. ^ 

since then I feel 
leoret creeping ; 

I kneel, 

‘ recommend his weal 
keeping. 

I beetiti fifor abbot Beniardiue 
\ i His pnjmrs not to relax ; 
to procure him aid divine 
I^re burnt upon Saint Gilda^s shrine 
Three nouuds of virgin wax. 



77 //: cy.U/i.J/.££A*'S DKIDE. 


Our Ladv of Lorotto kuowa 

Tlif jiilirriinago Tve TOwed : 

“ ’1\» worn* tlio scallop I plOj^pm; . 
If health and safety from^o fu^ . 
M V lover be allowed.” ' ^ 



Xo U'ttor (fond alTectiott^a 

Krom him could I requi^^" 

The ]ain «if alKiCUce to asauag^^;!: 

A v.-uvsahmaid can have no 

A liogonian has no Bouhfiii' 

'I'his day will witness, with>t 

My cymhalcor’s rettxmt 
(iladnesH and ]irido beam in 
Delay iny heart impatient 
All moaner thoughts I ^ 

Hack from the battlefield 
His ' \ nner brings each 
Conic, let us see, at the anciedl^. 

The iiiartiMl triumph pass to 
• With the princes my 

AVcdl have from the ramp^ 

• Of the airjiis steed 
liis {iruud neck sweU% bis i 
And on his head imceasin^' 

In a gorgeous tuft, 

Be quick, my bisters ! drSSS 
Come, sec him bear 
With laurels decked, with 
While ill his bold hands, i 

The sounding <yrmbatosii|i(fl^^ 

Mark well the mantle that 

Embroidered by bis brids^ ' 
Admire his burnished helmet’s glare. 
Overshadowed by the dark horsehair 
That waves in jet folds wide ! 
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POEM.S nV V/C'WP HUGO, 


The gipsy (spiteful wench !) forctr^M, 

With a voice like a viper hissinj^ 
^^J^irngh I lad orossed her palm with guM), 
; Irom the litnks a sjpirit bold 
v\ Wo#i))e to4ay found mibsimr. 

prayed so much, I trust 
Ip'^bids may prove untrue ; 
ll^ja tomt) the hag a( cur>t 
i^J:f^4?rtpare thee for the worst ! ” 

, I'lAe lamp burnt ghastly blue. 

shall not ] prevent. 

1^11 i tan hear the druius ! 
silken tent 
eveiy eye is bent 
i^alcad that comes ! 

itig on both Hanks, 
pageantry ; 

treadi their armour clanks, 
barons lead the ranks — 

\ pl gallantry ! « 

the priests admire ; 

OB white steeds ; ^ 

their attire, 
ice of osomc sire 
Iteroic deeds. 

im’s dark divan, 
next advance ; 

s of Lausanne, 
in battle van 
'^0 foes of France. 

ir 1^ tim 4nke^ with radiant brow, 
i to wiA his cavaliers ; 

bis triumphant banner bow 
*,. '|^oSe of his foe. Look, sisters, now ! 

/ Here come the cymbaleers ! 





J. L UiASI 


^ht ^iK)ko — with <ieiicluug cyo aurveyod 
1 1 (.11 1 inks — then, pale^ aghast, 
ink 111 the ttond < Death in ahl^ 
' i v\ Is uicu \ to that lovin(^^^iaid^ 

Jut itniMeerihadpamAf ^ * 

^ b uucR Pfioox^ 

THE GIANT. 

( Ml VI • s, I t to ijiy talo if you will. StI 






DcCiii I 1(1 liinc but a brook, mj e jn 

til ml 

1 I hii ^ ri liiiibs m the snow, my imiim h 0 r 

\\ Ink 111} 1 iilui hun^ up three bear^skiui ^ 

\h t he ischui^< 1 suKcthcu* for now, Ilka 
^ 11 ( 1 v 1 ^ Mi( M nliitc 1 ( cks conceal the 
^ iK« Ii s ill ♦^in^lh fioni the earth 

li lIi in i\ ti\c ds a !>taO to bupp<Ut Ul 

hut n ju in liib phcc I po&scbs his jaTrlft|^ 

I ha\c hi-3 i! xk& and his herds, and to 
1 or when 1 -at ind in the valley, I rest 
\iid when 1 bre ilhc from afar, I can 

A\hilc 1 v\as btill but a }outh, on the rocks 

Making a Ma\ for rn}''elf, while on bigljf mjr i^aad like a mountain 
Piciccd tbion^h the clouds, and often espying the flight of the 


Up m tlio h( ivens above, in my hands would as captive cnthnl 
them 



rOICMS llY iyC7oA‘ /It GO. 


Gladljr I fought with the etoiin at its hei;iht, wiiile tlic hnj.iih 

wind, and stopped the flasli of tho h:;! it him: ; 
me some whale in the (K'i4h <*f the 

stirred like a tt‘in].e>t. 

' I 'ibe chase with a eertaintv ii' iie n’-l 




' Ihiiu; liiL’h in tlie 

H »0ttM bug him to (leath williniii 1.1 <mi1- 

Xn4 break the teeth of the 1vii\ aiul tlic 








^pj^lf fujey^ or, to follow the games of my boy- 

its grim 8iirroumlin;4's delight me. 
wailing to me are Ix^aulifiil ime ie, 
^ji^^^sre the pleasantest means of awaking. 

bloody while the turbulent rush of tho 




j^.alongi carries all in a wliirlwind hoforo 




fM- then, like a bird of ill oinLU^ 
of those roaring battalions. 


mows d>wn the full-ripened 


surrounded by dt'aih ai.d do'^ni*’- 
me, with shout and v/ith t ! ws fi\<. 

jight»Mlii,' 

Sfetwil**? tw thutt a club cut out from an oak of x i.o f. r. 'T. 

Naked 1 always maroln for I mock at those >oldiv“> iji arm< ur, 
Fitted only for camps, who quail at my \ai 'ur t: ; au; han: ; 



77//V /BALLAD OF TliE NUN. 


Null-lit cK> I carry in battle except my stout, well-scasoucd nijli 

pike, 

NuML^it (lu 1 wear but a helm you might draw ,t&n yoke of 




Nt■^•^ll^•^s a I'-r! to bosIe;^'o with laddota 
1 (an * a-ily break the links in ttl 
N(u- i'^ the ])ra/eii ram wanted, sinOO 2 
1 hem. 

Level the w.ill.s with the dust, and 

flM'.'liU'llt.S. 

liut whi ii my last hour is come, and I mnit 
( 'nmra-h.^, fi-oiu ravenous birds I prayyott 
And, 'mid^i the mountains aublimei whidh 
heaven, 

( liuse out a s]iot whore the strangiar* 
buried!’* 



VIIL BALLAD 

CoMK you whose eager 
At Jays of legendwy 
And [ w'ill sing 

Of l)(jiui Padilla del 
She came from Alanje, 

'j'iie n](?rry children 
And from the hedges plttofc 
And ^aiiibol all the 

Oirls, your red 
The bull will 


In fair Grenada and Seville _ 

Arc maidens found, both briglit and gay, 
Wlio to the wiii-sjjcrcd tale of love 
Will gladlv listen night and day ; 



POEMS nv VICTOR Ill GO. 


A»d wander iji the dewy cve 
With many a stalwart cavalier ; 

Amd give tho kiss and fond embrace, 

^ Whea tbtf aweet talc of love tlicy iicar. 

", ' . / V, your rod apron-^, etc. 

ahunned each cavalier 
hours of nig] it away 
poplar^s grateful sbade, 
how to gain tho lioiirt. 
Spanish maid. 

your rod aprons, etc. 

Mpif Tnii^ touch her cruel licavt ; 

or stories gay 
from those soft lips, 
an answering rav 


lords and cavaliers 
eager looks each day, 
l^'the wayward fair 
in her way. 

jp^ your rod aprons, etc. 


■ khe fatal vows 

^8 sculptured fane, 
d so gay and fair, 
rety earthly chain ; 
claimed her of right, 
her looks gave no one pain, 
ivefit that fair Padilla’s face 
Would ne'er be seen on earth again. 

■ Girls, your red aprons, etc. 





lOI M y } Ml ( A III ( i) 


By bkill and by tunning ciunbincd, 
They met to exchange tlx* fond 1 
When no one their sccict might 
Or witness^ their moments of bli'^s 

’'Qirifli your red aprons, etc 


The »Su^ hr her frenzy of 1 o\ c 

so tho cliroiiults (cll, 
lifc Tarouica’s fee t 

, the Borvaut uf In II, 

* $tt iriten tho 111 itk 1 (to ik, 
III^OOmyaepnlchKil I md, 
Mrptiuons iu flight, like a doml, 
Mipr above tho daik 1 mtl 

I ^le^ your red apums, ttt 


B Padilla, one niLlit, 

the TOWS sho h ul in i Ic, 
ididod to Satan’s d ti v w i k", 

• when tho dim tapci^ f i h , 
where she’d taken In i*\oi\b, 
lithe demou ga^ (' m i} , 
w of night dis ipjit md 
St pallid daA\n of tin di} 

ir^ your red a[iious, ete 

" appointed fen love, 

dotm to tho inve', 
tim name of the wreteh 
^ Who hal l^de her of S\tan a sl«\\ e. 
But instead of his voico it was thunder 
That burst on her teiiificd esu 
a For the vengeanoe of hca\en h \d eoine, 

^ And stem retEibution \^as neai 

Gills, joui led apioii’^, ete 



JHF nil in OF THE nin 


And sadU the shepherd now tells 
Of the \\i‘ith of the Spirit Divine^ 

Ab ho p )int8 to the mouldeiiiig iltlk 

huh the ilosc creeping iV]r««MM ; 
Vn I to tno nunud toweitt ij^cW 

\k ^ itofnlly croppmgtibf 
An I lu (toms himself «> 

llow the whole sad eTentdM|Mi||HK 
. Gills, yonr nd tew SwMM l 

I I, \\h< n nipflit hovers 

Vnd daikuiH its wido>gsptiyjMffi^^M 
Ihuse tow Cl') into vast 
\<) the iiuht bird its hotnw 
\nd c ills to its fellows tO 
Vnd 11} in i \dst 
O u hill, md o’er dale» islft 
0 ti |K bbly stream 

\n 1 it midnight a nun 
( ICC) IS stealthily oat eCj|iiy||||^^ 
And t ills, IS bhc steals feUliE||W 
On tlic n unc of tho min jiwMMH 
Then mother gtim phantP4liM||n 
And y indy appears tO 
lion collars are hxe^ on 
And fcttcis embarrass 

The quivering flame of tiS^ 

Comes and goes with n^SInH 
]So\\ hiding beneath 
^ow moving to left^ 

It bhincs on tho top of a v ^ 

Then ticmblcs beliiod SO 
And G\er \iithin its faint rajS ^ 

A i^an spcctial croad seems to waft* 
Girlb, }our red apions^ etc 



}OI I \ \ H [Ol Hi U 


To meet m one long, fond cui\n u , 

The epectree endear our ag'iin, 

A ef fire eeeim to cn w rap tlir tu , 
^1t44lfttbAr attempts arc in \ nn 
graTCB of the i^ood 
haUoii4d piccMiu ts M 1, 
foot of a ‘it an, 

^ ^|lMlM<iitaidMd iq)int8 aro fouml 
^ j *4 Qli3% joiir red ainoiis <tc , 

!• over umcal, 

^Jm1(Mdi41w attempts th tt tin m iLo , 
dlkAr feet the etuxw v^nIsll iw i\, 

E better and limik , 
ill do they r<)iiii, 
ill effort, ctii tli(.\ 

Ikd the charmed st ms, 

. and then iimi.hk i \ n 
s, jour ltd iipiuns, clt 

t and dismay, 

ing out thiou.h tlk n _t t, 

rfldlj^ spread nut 

left <\nd the ii^dit 
etaitoaso «main 
etory effort the} m ike, 
h they light ticul 
to qnivei and t.haki 
b your red al)ton^ etc 
in in torrents pours do^\n, 
t frail lattice pano^ 
echoes tluough the dimp \ 
meath the old fane , 
the belfry iingb out, 
the irork of a moital mati'h hand, 
it^4i cighing and hideous laughs 
Axe beard from a grim demon bind 
Gul^ jour led apron^, etc 





luL J/s J \ t/c/(/ lid 


SONG OP Tin: JUA I II 

flvv aeore of C'hnitidii b jun Is 
MMBiiea m our hold, 

■iiMm, nun of noble biith, 
looks of gold 

hkUdy scourers ol tiK i>oi, 
is? Wifi^ hearts so In ik and st? ii_ 

oaismen stniiii<h uul ti lu 
ont barque ilon^' 


•S 

1 *; 


IwnManfaiit’s Aiggi d w dis 

^IfllUMStfloHC), 

oars’ light sj I sh, 
miUMd h> her bond 

00 time for jir i) t r or lu , 
iftAS finu ukI stiou. 
oorsmeu st much an I tnu 
our prize alon^ 


4o not Btrugglc so ^ , 

Flowing fun, 

old prison house 

iMy we. 

Mm loves tbo fresh joung di nms 
all to you belong, 
hty oarsmen stviiuch ai I tiut, 
boar our prize along 

Isha etrove to fly, 

I dam of hell , 

tt Mgrl^ tn% bet we can s>\ear, 

«> Woeemouriiuuiter ^ell 
*• * In spite of prayers c bore her ofl, 

A meny laughing throng, 

And eighty oai'hinca staimcli and tiuc 
Will speed her swift .ilong. 



Ill iMOVS 




1 1 1 1 th* furor for her tears, 

(It \ li h( kj» the floweri 
\iirl 111 Lii\ L [ ursc our 
J 41 j 1 ui hci in hts bovstr ^ 

No more for berths 
Ni) more the uuySi^ 

As oarsi 





PIIANTOMa ' 


Ti w in 1113 iin (kns fair, alas ! TTflSMSS 
i 1 1 i( ind (In , f jT Doatb jBUjlk 

l’(ii( ult th( (lulii);; Rcytlie thfiA 
\ II 1 h i|>i)^ ' in< ( 1 1 flunttag igf w|fedA|it 
lull oil till tlouLis a ithvl 



liu kt t;li<liii^ lliioiigh tlw VldM I 
I la h^litniii^' (I u,h hfttb 
\ii 1 Vf III 111 till spnng-tilOM 
Mil's! iiiir tlic ap]i]o trees wi 
\ii(l mp tliejr t( nder budS 

A ttfie'yf* Wan night d( 

\r 1« n„'th \iake in 
1 Ii lull crow Is fill e>er/ 

Vt the p^icat fciftt, Moon mai^ 

Viici erupt} scats arc left 



li 

In many h 1 ms Tt e s?cn them dUk f Ooe 1|9dtS 

Viid ro'sc , one ti xiu cd m thoog^M luMmAj things, 
Otic f(chh 4I1 X I i I like snowdrop in the n%ht, 

And like the hi c iking bough whoii bird takes flight, 
Fiom her rent lx>d} so her sonl took wings. 
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Wint oansotl her flonth 1 Balia, dances, dassling balls— 
I'ii. y filled luT soul with eostasj and|oy.j . 

In «In>uti uiiil Thouvtiit she glided tbvoii0^ balls, 
'I’ii.' rhvthinir music her wb^ “■ 

'i'll' 'll o’iiti'iy baubles, — ^jeirehi, 
liroboiiH, and watered ailka of 
'I’l-u. s as airy as an ittseet*8 
\\ r''.iths, boiKpiets, saabea, and 
I'leasc a child wbeo -tO 

'Yhr ball bi'ijfins. She with her 
And oiM's her fan within ber 
And tlicn mid cushions ^ 

As tioats tlie jnyoiiH music from 
J'^illiu^ hor bounding heart 

Sim was all joy and gladness 
Sim briuditonod our sad lot 
For not at oisb dance are 
Au'l oft is s'ilkon dn\ss wi^ 

AikI w'ury feet tiro ere 
blit sla^ borne round and round, 

A;/ain rot urnod in brcathIei%;|i^^P^|m|^^^ 

'rii«.‘ soft swcot niusic did her 

Where, goms and flowers, and ' 

Mingled with noise of feet asid''^^|!!(|^ 

() joy ! t<» leap unheeding hi 
To fed in mazy dance 

To know not if 011 clouds 70U ' 

Or to the earth or to the idr 

Vk 1* ___.! ^ •^aKT..aLfejy . w 


Revolving under foot or ^ 

Wiieii thrnuglk the windows pe«ist£;^^^ 

One morn, she waited there ber^htt^ Wj^; 
Site sliivcring shook, while her bare slu^dM on 
From the cldll cast a deadly breath hath blown, 
With killing blast of a cold bitter wind. 



roi MS /. } \ K Id! },l (,0 




What sorrow on the inomu th lo I « f 11 ' 

• Good'bje to laughter, dre'-s, lud d im i i 1 i , 
Tbh dnat 7 hongh aucceoda to bongitci s sj 11, 

' Jktxi iniM tVe rosy chaims • \]h I, 

And Stim^ are quenched m - td nm r ^t 


iMdl So lovdy, h ij)])}, j< nil ' ' 
]«iH|j|^riMI|lllter ohenshed miinoty ui ikt O'. <■ 

bar frantte mother i luh U n i mi ' 
from the giy ciowd u k 
lAitJtil$«offis hid from mort il c > c 

I tot tk<> (Lmu (>1 lU \t!i 
" Iqiitt monstor her to u in 
I tlkdllgmsod her bioM .\itii 1 iti^t 1 1 \h 
f m <K)ffiQ blo&sonicth, 

the dark, dank tmiih withn 

r1 that on such fi ul lu 1 
t load of lo\o luihc dm j 1 1 \ 
did'st thou SI u 1 1 ] 

^ to valoh| and iiuiM , * < 1 

I Wdi {polish, trickling (( ii 

ffbtli Ah, if the !o\ < 1 \ 111 1 

(ji^fcod for aonns (ippill lu tl lu'lit ) 
whoro sadh ^ia w in 1 n I 
dread ma^u mu's ml, 

I gather m oiulianttd s]>ot 
I with horrid c:nLi 
inMiits in her dc«ii uinthci 
hiss on bloidlcss ^km, 

loan hai da her h iii >Mth i, 
WUTbg trcsoC'j of Lci la id 



to the gixUiO daooe sho leids the \\ i\ , 

^ Where ghosts whirl round and round m m i \ liinni: m /c 
The moon loc^s down eith an .nstomshul i i\, 

And lunar rauibow in the cloudl \ud 
Sheds o*or the silent sky a mystic blare 



t::E Ei:rpTiON of vesvvivs. 


() \\\h*m <\\iAi festive 

i\)iuler tli(' of this 
W;tli oa,:j:or Ip.'art, im|>aticnt to 
of evory ploasiax', every 
JV'lixl'l youths beauty^ life 

KmiiL hall to hall tho fated 
(*f tlio hou({uot all the 
]{• r fair youiio ]jfe, alaa I boef 
l/ixi* poor Ophelia by the 

While gathoriug life’s bnghti^l|il|^^ 


TIIK KUOPTION OF 

\\ II HN h’lirc Vt'suviuH in its tormeftt 
T)iivat< i!iii,ir has ,tr^>^^lo<l its cavemoatt 
W h. 11 u> b-.t lava, ii! the ^>^'^Wing 

r*..iiiiiii/ •iniii all its iiioiiHlrous edgsi ii^i^lppilK 

'ri.! 11 1- alarm in Naples. ■ 


Wanf m :ni<l wild lier w'ccpiug 
Cniivitl-ave ;;ra^{i the ground, >t^ 

]m])!nrc tiu^ angry Moimt^lll vaifrrAip^Hy 
Kor lo ! a coliimii tow’ring 
< >f smokc^aii'l aslie.s froiu the 

SmMon a fladi, and from th’ 

Th' enipiion's lurid mass bursU 
P.ouiidiiig in frantic ecstasy. Ab f 
raro\\ell to (nc.'iaii fount and Tascaa|%P(l|^ 

Sails ill the bay imbibe the purpling irtebi 
'I'lie while the lava in profusion wide 
Idings o'er the mountain's neck its showeiy locks untied. 



rui V y > i /‘ y< ' iit 


n > 


It come9>^it oomcx ' tliat 1 i\a an 1 ? li 
That dower which forttlibCH in his, mil t 
K«w aP|Ql«i Qpon the wateni, ba> iukI lx i 
'^KVtAtfik'iud filaatored laloe, cue ten n timlK 
^ inmorable nils , 
tCMutdM k her palaces, 

Mik l(j|plwi tlyo th» laiTeg when Ump sts sh il 


•tVNte in aalicH 1 /st, 
idiVOitDid wnd vomited a,ra i 

1, iKW.ldiml, t Si 1 , 
Mtd ihe bill II I ' iilaiii , 

<M«q;ilet as till > ml, 
tomn peal 



of dties, and the pn h 
and tin isKs I II 1 hiu, 
the tumult « isti md u i h 
; 'mid all t»IIS Ufllk ui W M 
HkiHilfh dwe ]t% 1 1 iti I )\\ 

'villa thiit It \ ^ 
IpsMltiwa pust in ) 


//Mi'* 1 / / / 


aASTIB£LZ\ 


' pHwlifhiii with the ciualxiK, 



, - 

kuov^n Don V Sibino 

< 19ltbtha«RitleejMf 

daaee and idag 1 For Uie ui jtht di m s n i 
Ohr hiHaad lea^ 


wind tint wath o'n y m mount im />, /ft 

Wttl maddm nu / 



CASll/'FlZA, 


tM. 


“ Ifnth tkiu' cf yi‘U 1ion‘ known Dona SaUnei 
T‘* im' h‘' dear ! 

}Ior the «>!d, tdd Mangiubll^- 

Ki>t inadr *uie fear, " t 

-.'J' 

I'mI' (ai'li ni<^dit from tho haimtttdjn 
With nil •^wlL‘t\s glee, . ’T'h 

— 'J'/t* that imiln o*ei* 

W.n ui.ul.bn me! ' 'M 

" Ay, d.iire ye and sing! The 

Hu.- iieoiih must use, i MjK‘ 

li w young «he was, and tho«9 
Which iiKido one iimso.- - . 

'! .> this old man whom a child ktdtl 
\ e. .in east ye! ‘ 

— y'h^ ivnifi that waits o*er yoltt 

h’/// mattit^n me / % 

“ In sooth tlie ({iieeii for envy 1 
ll.id die Hee»’ licr, alack! 

As o'or Toleclo’s bridge she 
In a corset black. 

A i-liaj^lct of beads that charmed J 
I ’loin her Jioek hung free. 

— 7'/u‘ v ltxd that wniU oVr ytm t 
11’/// maddm me ! 

‘ Tite King, bedaxed with her] 

I ’.es I lake one there: 

• Fur one only Kiiiilo, : 

\ )nc* tress of her hair, 

1 would give uiy Spain and ^Idj 
O’er yonder sea !* 

— The U'iad that waits (/ef ftmi 
Will madtFji me ! 

1 know not well if I loved thil«W|ie^'f | 
Jlut well I know, 

If but one glance of her sonl might gveHI 
My soul, I would go 










r.ut, t>Kl, iau‘ ti\ like a tree in Trust 
W 1 i inn 1, n Cotl ! ami darkeome even 
W ( ,j\i^ uii iiir, autl tuwanl the grave iottl bereuvou 
J'xUh as toward the water 

'rhu^ liM.i/. iiiiinuiired iti a 
upturning cjes 

'I'iir (M'llar at its root feels' not 
Ai.'! lir I'oit not a wotnaii at kis 


Fm!' wiiilo ill' sluinhercd, Kutbf 
At Foaz* feet lay couched 
li> |iine: »iie know not whaf 
\\(^ii!d Muoin wlicn hIioiic awakit||^|nyH 

J’oa/. knew not that there a 
\;id Kuth knew* not what 
Fi t >li perfuiiio hhed from 
()’« r (ial^Mla vdt night-airs 

Nuptial the Lflooni, august, 

Above, hriLdit angels 
I'or tlirough the midnight 
Foiiie gliding silvery streak wkioilMH|| 

The hreatli of Iluaz ill his 

Minified with inutlled hum of 
'I'hat iii'iiith it was when earti|i|Kl|p!|| 
IKaseii, for tall lilies bloom Oll'l^bj|^|^H 

Kuth iiinsed and Hoaz dreaiimd|.,l|||HH 
\ agilely the hlieci>-bells 
A \ast love streamed from hea^Tti^^H 
'Twas the calm hou^ when parohi^^li^fl 




I Fr and Jeriinadeth all was 
Krigiit star^ thick-studded bol; bltl||^dr|p^ 


Aniid.>t thc^e blooms the moon-sojtbe dtofit at even 
SiK iic in the west ; and, ’neath her shadowj veil, 
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CO\SC/jrATIi. 


I'lit C ain ropliod, “ That Eye — I see it 
Ami Jubfil cried (the fnlhor of nJpL^tbo^ 

'I'li it haiidle har]> and organ) : 

A ^anctnary and he made 
And sot liis siF'c behind it* : 

That Eye is glaring at me 
“ Then must avo imake a 
S > terrible that nothing dare 
P.uild we a city with a citadei|^^i 
I til lid we a city high and oloiEj^ljP 
'J’hcii Tubal (’ain (instnictor 
'ri:al wnrlc in brass and 
lAi'U’mou.'^, superhuman. 

I I s fiery brothers from the plaMi 
1! 'lilted tlio sons of Enoch and 
'i’i.cy jilncked the eyes out of 
And hurled at even arrows 
”'l hey hot strong granite fur th^ 

And oAcrv block v,.*. clamped 
It scuiH'd a city made for hcEb‘'|fv|ti||M 
With tboir jingo masses made;iii^^y^^ 

'I’ne walls wore thick as 
'I’h(\v graved : *^Lct not God 
And having finished to ccmwjt 
In a stone tower, they sot him 
To him, still dark and haggitfd^' 

Is the Eye gone?” quoth ZiUab;li 
but Cain rcjilicd : “ Nay, it 
Then mided ; << [ will live 
Asa kme man within his 
I will see nothing; will be 6ee)pt;^(||^^ 

Tliey digged a trench, and Oam'<^l^S|^r 
A'y ho Aveiit down alone into the 
Ihit when lie sat, so ghost-like; ?*3k’ W 
And tlicy iiad closed the dungootl 
The Eye was in the tomb and fixed pn ‘ ' 

DuUin Unvverdty Magfanm. 
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THE PARRICIDE, 
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By rc't'land and Norway. After hfe \ , 
(^00111 swallowed up tlio universe^.- 

( ’onfronted' with Immensity* 

The awful fnrmito, at whose 
LiLriituiiig sinks dying; 

Wliose j' tints are nights^ aud 
Mnving eonfuscdly in the 
lii^cruiiible^and Idind. No 

Jhit the dull tide of Darkness^ 

And frarful sliudder. ** ’Tis 
‘Mhul is l^eyond !’* Three steps- 
’Twas deathly as tlic grave, 

Ih'spnndocl, nor came any 

^riic sjiowy mantle, with 

I'hahnlJ. mug tlu; spectral wand€9?ip|^^-^^ 

Sudden he marked bow, like a 

A sjH.t grew broad upon his 

Slowly it widened, raying 

And Canute jS'oved it with bis 

It was a drop of blood. ” , ^ 


ihit he saw nothing ; space was 
Kurw'ard,’' said Canute, 

Inhere fell a second stain besid-0 

'rhon it irrew larger, and the 

Stared at the thick vague 

Still as a bloodhound follows btl 

Sad he went on. 'fhoro fell 

Oil the white winding-sheet 

Ilowheit Canute forsvard w'ent ub 

Ihit turned on that side where 

A drop of blood, as if athwart a die«ton^/ y ""J' ? 

Fell on the shroud, and reddened his riglit' faanil 
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THE POOR, 
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POEMS BY VICTOR HUGO, 


^rer tell where they may be 

the tide and j^ale, 
soundless sea 
one poor sail. 

t the pebbly shore, 

Biing Iheiu home,’’ 
fj'jfeoir troubled roiir 

haunts us as wc roam 1 

is alone, 

ti^^roud of this bitter night : 
there is none 

^^erethey but old, they might, 
too, are on the main, 
pp^Would they were young again ! 

his hour at last : 
if the day breaks, 
the mast ; 

of inoniing wakes; 

water lies : ^ 
is mill at inuni ! 

|P^ Btld tho young dawn crioj, 
to be boni. 

ihat peer and watcli 
ppEi^e, n mouldering dwelling fintl, 
door shakos — the thaich 
^^^pl.lwbted of the wind, 

rill. 

;v**here doth that widow dwell; 
left her ill, 
be well.’* 

^ none replies, 

** Husbandlcss, alone, 

— ^they have scant supplies. 

She sleeps heavy as a stone.” 



THE POOR. 


iSS 


8iio culls again, she kuuoks, 'tis .■ 

Nu s(nnul, iu» answer — 8 
As if the senseless creature 
C)f j>ity, turn’d, and opeulaj' 


She enter’d, and her lantern liyP 
The house, so still but ibt ttf^ 
Tlii\)ugh the thin roof the pllH^ 
lint something terrible ie jobw 


THE ’P<3^ 

JIalk clothed, dark-featured, 

'I’ije once strong mother np'fr 

DisiicYoli’d ])icture of dead 
All that the poor leavea alter, m 

The (x>]d and livid arm, 

Hung oVr t.ho soak’d straw 

Tile nioulli ]|fiy open horribly^ ’ftii 
The parting soul with a 

That cry of death which &tai:tlai™^^P| HpS 
Of vast eternity. And, all 

Two little children in one 
Slept face to face, on each 

'Die dying mother o’er 
Hail cast her gown, and 

Feeling chill death creep ImM 

Should yet be warm whUe^:iiiy^8i l^^^^j 

Hock’d by their own weight 

With even breath, and foreh^^l^ 

So sound that the last trump 

For being innocent, they have j i 
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POE.\fS BY V/CTOR HUGO, 






1 nr POOR. 


“ T l It 1 s'l *ulcl bo afiaid of him I love I 

I \\ L\o done ill If he should 
I w mid n tt b1 into him. Did { 

\ot }tr, pool nnii.” Shefit9|'^ 

A\ i 4 p I III lu i inward Opl^l 
Ol w luls an I Wtivos that 
N II the 1)1 ick luimurant ehriel^ 

Suddt II the door flics open vid%^ 

Noisily in rhi dawn light I 
And till Loi d fishei, dragging: hl|| 

St mils on the threshold, 

“ ’1 thou > ” blio cries, and Mg«r^ 

Lo ip u[) Liid iiolds her hushi 
Her ^ii < tinij kissos all hw vest 
“ Tis I, j > 0(1 \N ife ^ and hie | 

If)\N ^ly Ills lieaif, that Janet^l 
“\\ li \M itlu»r w IS it?” 

Ih s( i w IS lik( a Tic>»(/ of thiefee^j 
Jlut I eiubiaie thee, and mf 

“ lh( 10 w is,a devil lu the winil ^ 

I I )ie my not, ( uuht nothing^ ; 

And nut I thoui^ht the bark ViilJ 

h it did }<)U all the night 

She, tiemblm" in the daikneea, i 
Oh, nought —1 fecwM, I WatcA^^JI 
Tlio wa\cs wcio loud as thuodeii! 
l>ut it IS over.” Sliyljr thih eh^ 

t 

“ Our lUM^hbonr died last nig^f 
\Vhcu \on were gone. Sht] 

So small, so frail — Wilham e^ J 
The cue just lisps, the other I 

llio man looked grave, and in the i 
Ills old fur bonnet, wet with 
Muttered awhile, and scratch’d 

Wo have five children — this makiMi said he. 
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THE EPIC OF THE LION. 
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Ifis footfall clan'red, flaunted 
Xono the more notice look 
Still in \\\^ own reflectioua 
'Fluscns .i-inatvhin:^ upon 
Of Sisypliu*?, Kiou, and 
S.»\v siu-h a scene, nmrk au^ 
li’it duty whispered “ 
l)ri w out Ids sword : the 
Lilted his head in slow wifl 
1’he kuiLdil said ; “ GreetinjglJ 
In this foul hole thou hast 
T search its noisome nooks 
I hit spy him n(»t. That 
hh iends are we if thou rendcifl^ 
If not — I too am lion, thou 
The kin;r liis lost son in his 
While licre thy wicked blo^;;f 
jVfore another dawn." 



Pensive the Lion said. 

Tho Kni^l 

Brandished his blade and ^ 

Idle Beast was seen to smib 
Never make lions smile 1 
The man and monster, in 
Like warring giants, angry/ 

Idkc tigers crimsoning an ' 

Tho man with steel, the bew^j! 

J"ang against falcliion, hidli'^^i 
Hurled himself foaming 
Stout though the Knight^ 

And tore that brave breast t 
And striking Vdow on blow 
Forced plate and rivet off, untS'^ 

Through all the arraouFs cracks t3^f| ^ _ 

As when clenched fingers make a ’ 



POFAl!) m 1 It 7 OA IK ' V 


\)Z 


And |iiMI by piece be stiippod the aon sh tth 

Mniijjet*|| gi‘«ivcs-<'gaa«td bm tla b n > i i a 
tbiMi beiHb be epianlul — il ib 

•& blood, aixl mud, nil 1 mi 
I dh* ttea iMitod tlieti it 

iM alcpt content 


vu 




MtjS J [5 fmind mif tlu ( 

<J)COSa-- tri lul^ ukI ui 
Knight lin lit i>[ il 1 1 
linking up did ^M| 0, 
iWt4M^l3% hoftkd Kon i < lu -n j i , 
coat bound witL 1 1 j * 
'J|>^ly4nd iustdf til it ii til lu 

and to gro\^l bt^ni 

wli li u « 

WTiittboul ’ 

^ ^'««lyKiug.’* 

: ' * 

■ ' ■’ ^l 1 

tltiHfe.’* 

“Is that uhat uiil-is » Iv 
*‘M(yr»st> » I bill 
lUleptbis child]’* 

“I 1 tl 

^ _>80moone bcio to chit * 

* Sk’ " ** What tbi n ^ til I 

* Ay — if I lin c m \^\ t 

**Sic6 f t}i5i1c Upon Rift Msijestj in woe ' 

They killed my dam/* the Beast h ud ‘‘ h n j 
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iliE Li'h: Of THE LION. 
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I,"'- - 


SStig' 




{f'i-'f-,:- 










m9& 




lAon, free of lear, 
in dread, 
great head 






m 


-jji,to^uraroon. 

true 

Ah, yes ! and you 


affi^body and limb 










p^essly 

wound of tooib. 
it was, in sooth, 
B^^ ironr. yet bo 

savagely, 
his burning eyes, 
btKi, no arrow Hies ; 
^ieet eome shaft, 
I^Wd faltering craft, 
the Prince : 

So 

from hie hill, 

Ji| £’"«nd townsfolk sick 

g ^lioo on straight and quick 
^hoping to meet there one 

^ with him :-out8ide is none 









HISTORICAL ^ 

KINO LOIJ^ 

J Ilf ^uldeu gates were op^ifA 
All thio the unveiled heiMN 
Out nf the Holiest of Holjr^ I ^ 

And Iho elect beheld, crowd 
\ ‘soul, led up by yoai 

Hi I in tin. stJiiry portal. 

A f ui dill 1 fletiiig from the 
In In > bln'* eye the shade of 
flis '^•il kn hair hung all 
On w (hcKkb that told a 

And n)g<ls t\>ii)od him with 
1 he mart} pulin of glory* 

'I ht \ i^ou bouls that to the 
( (lU I tinongh the clouds Hrltll' 

(^«»d hath prepared ft glory 
][ vt 111 ins arms, and all ye 
Ill's praises ever on untirM 
rhaiit, for a mortal comei 
I )o homage— T j^ a king/^ 

And the pale shadow saith to 
1 aui an orphan, and nO 
I \\a« a %caiy iinsouer yesl 
M \ father’s inuiderers fed vdf, 

Not me, 0 Ijord, the regal namo 
I*ast night I fell as!c« p m dtmgtot^ 
li it then I h-a\^ my moth<*r in my 
Say, shall I find her here?” 
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<) Li tlio horiisou’s boundincc where dietaxit visicm fhtitti 

\4 with e\cs oti (aitli, imd 

\ ^ I IK 1 1 tini il robbei bolcU his diMrh 
\ii 1 tbinl s [it sees the gibbet t.prftd 
In Tice that dimly throws Its 

1 bus, after hh defcatp pale 
Aiium^ the dead we mourned 4 
I Olio fiom tbo hold the Paelir 
And, mubin(j:« wiped his reektnjj;, 

Ills two de ui btoods Upon tito 
And on their anlos ihoir enq^ 



♦ s 

POLAir& 


Aiovk, beneath the tower wheno^*^ 
'J Ik in uKlatis of the Tyrant ofiM 
I <j 1 iiid s swl ^renius kueelSp 
IJoui d, NaiiquidK tl, pallid Witi^] 

Al IS ' iIk (rucifix IS all that% 

'J o hci, of trtedom «ird hcrfC|tt%' 
a\nd on hci i >>al lobe fpnl 
li( re Itus-?! ui Hecbjni’ 

Anon slie hears llio clank of 
'] lio swordbinen como once tmMe 
And while she weeps agaioyttihe 
Vnd wa\es her bleeding accn tMlil 
1 o France she hopeless tixma lier 
Vnd sues her sister’s succonr exw 



0 , w, Hi. Jimstfom. 


0 
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(.’fiief of iho Empire I down el^Jbdl 

Pt^opk* iuui troops — but 
Sh:vll not be aUo to stoop 


Shall not be able to stoop 
Witli — *‘I am pleased 

An acclamation^ tender, 

A liearr-soitii; InVh as 


Shall fill, 0 Captain laino ( 
jiut thou Hhall never 

Stern (irenacliors, the 
Mute thy steed’s steps 
A si^dit pathetic, boautifu}|i 
Your inajeety shall not 


'While round thy form 

France and the world awap 


Here in thy Paris everi 
’fiiou shalt lie fast 

Ay, fast asleep with that siMli# M 
Those fadeless dreams 
The Barliunjssa, sitting 
(If centuries now sit. . 

Thy sword beside tboei 
Thy hand yet uioTod 
Fpou the bed whence sIe^|^^||H^R 
d'hou shalt be stretohed 


Like to those' soldiers mo^OTimr MMM 
So often aftcc^tbee to 
Who by the wind of battti 
Suddenly laid them 

Like s\eci*ers, not like 
“With grave, proud attitude of 
But them that voice of dawUi tjhe 
Shall never wake again 



2 











MENTAlfii;/ 


(VICTOU UVOO 


Yovsg KoMiers of the noble 
How many arc* ye — Boys^ 

Ilow inuiiy ui'o there dcadt 

Thoir limits lie strewn about 

l>l;u‘kcncd aii<l torn, eyes 

Out from their ribs, to give 

A red feast ; nothing of them 

Pierced relies, underneath the 

Show where the gin was 

Which broinrht those hcro-Iads 

Sec how tlK'V fell m 

1'hoir crime 1 to claim Home an(|;|^ 

To fight fortnight and Honottr'';47lisP^HM 
Come — Mothers of the soil ! 

Turn the dead over I— try 
(Beai'ded or smooth, to her 
The man is always child) — 

Split by the Zouaves’ bullets 
M'ith tiic bright curly hair soai]liCi|^|^^ 

W:us yours, ma donna / — swert 

Tiic spirit sat upon his fearj[ess'’6^i::|{^^^^ 

Before they murdered it, 

Of manhood’s dawn. Surten^ 

Over whose bloom the bloody 
Lii^ped house<songs after you, 

In loving prattle once. That faatfd| 

M’hifh li(!s so cold over the eyelids sliul," 

AVas once a small pink baby-fist, and VSjli 
With milk beads from thy yearning breasts 






.v/uxrjAU. 


Tlio l.p-t Iiiok wins ; if Virtue 
1 l;vu-h {iL Virtue ; here’s my 
J lore's iii:htot)iis nieUi ! We 
To koof cash aud 

Tiioivs why a kin^ wuiita 
^^ it hunt a lertilbing civil liati- 

Tiio <|nestiou with a steady 
Tho o‘.]nii(*l strives to be a 
Tiu; 2 i:a?'Hhal, cuiistahle. 

Aiivl^ pay your winners \ 

They make liiin Vasba : is lie 
\Vli<at With thes<^ sequins I Bl^lj^j^^PppM WP 
\u>! Men want rnnuoy 
Tiioso take who can : we 
lM>r tltoso who Jive content 
'i'luT re ])\ibliu pests; kuocfc 
They sot a vile CAUuiple 1 
'i'hat Fool, who ruled and failed 
Just hit a you’ll see the 
Mcriflle witJi Priests, yonll 
Ah : i Vinces know tho 
March ’itu sometime^ to lie 
Thou they’ll wear e2isier, 

'riie ri^Lditoousness of 
At the fag end of prayer: 

My holy Zouaves ! my j^nnrl jfrjtt^^^B pHK ^ 
\Vc like to see the Holy 
Powder and steel and lead 
To feed Death fat ; and 
So they I ^ 


But thou, our Hero^ tadSed^^fo^^ 
The Glorious Chief who vainly bled and i^Ied* 







Mrv/.4NJ 


J’ut lilt tnine’» ^\rought 1 Wbo ’ 

^lK^t pMis ? No^ F)ach dooft but ^ 

<>i ih ! ^ tlio < nnunal ! The wadyjtli i 
li liidt j 1 i hind tho ranks of ^ 

(•u k ^inoii ^ }>](X»d crossod tbiektrltb^ 
llv 1 1 litoi who with smtlo which ] 
I |» n u hin/ phaj:^', luml gra8{diig' 

A\ ul I i 1 KMch Lihci ty, and took 




1\ .N, lii In I f ym 1 lit compsmott J 

A\ fi n <i 1 a (lay the hs^htuing looki 
Km 11 , wh U the* stntcucod mait 
Vii I ti (.moles , fur his hour 
\i i^k m “ when 1” I say aoo»/ 

> 11 ’uutteiin^ ni the skies above ^ 

M ilk \o no cinninj* hadow, Kmgit 
Ot i LMc it stoim driving the thnm 
II ilk • 1 kt ^he thief-cattbor who pmt 
(ill I b thuiukf iibka to speak to one lt)M 




Sil 


VIL 

\nd nunnwlnlo this death*odour^-'<*»Udiif| 
iiith 111 ikes the priestly moensti 
oi Hitting men, and tho To Detiiniif i 
Iheks through tho forests — past the 3 
Oil wuud 'ind plain and niouiitaill» 1 
1 liF ikirib in her pleasures; then it ] 

A d( I il\ stench, to Crete, to lIexioo« 

'io nd — wheresoe’er kings^ armies 90'S 

An 1 } util uiK 1 imvtrco of bitter aadnMi;/ 

< »] ( I I j \ 1 st 1 Vis*- ms of a bloody lasdoasit' 

1 hi itb < lit In th i'ls ii)d-»— slam men by th# fen f 
Laith fpulc corp-»c cumbcied, thoogb the halt Xiot 









\ / <. 


15 ix\t tiitin, M'll. ' Oh, BnUooklbeUowthenl 
■'lu t!u> lu\i iiM(U tlH<* b>tn<i, 

1 1 111 1 1 lu, Oiiiv. I'-t < >ue, that 

\\ 1 1 1 II WN 1 ' tliou putt’ist forth tiiy | pPg^|^M j|p 

Unit I'li^ IK \(.ii-,im? w oapoo 

lid ttith liiniK— aith both 

\i 11 ' till 111 uk M ill i>f thy o«ll«. 

I li u / 11/ he MiiiK o<M thing 
Wii Uii \iB— thcie wwy! HtfiOb 

111 I i.iii V of uh wtU fnuiWe thn>«i^ 

I I >11 I t<i si/o^d ! The bwat j i a|BB| 

Itb hilt, must wield it with a 




PATRIOTIC /ND NA| 

THE POET IN BBVOtl 

’Whrit ! die without emptying my 
without trampling under foot, withni^ 
executioiicrii, viliiiers of law !•— ANDld^ * 

“ — The wind drivca far before l^jj 
The acorn fallen from the y6rdi[ii|f,| 

"j'hc HKJtuitain oak unto its ] 

It drives the tossing skift' 1 
In youth thus wo aro onward i 
Be not by drunken fully urged, 'J;! 

Tlio evils of the world to heap 
On thine own sorroue. Let ua I 
Guilty and victims, ruth for our t 
Uur tears foi^our own griefs in i 

— What 1 are they overbold, thsifl 
And must w’o in these days rf1 
Deaf tu niir hrolhers* cries, wfak^ l 
Atid suffer hut for self! for 
Ah iu> ! the poet, for their sakei >H 
A willing exile, comfort makea 
For sad i;*id fettered human 
Into tlicir frenzied midst he 
Himself, armed only with hk j 
As Orpheus into Hell, regmdlM^ 

“ — Yorir Orpheus for a moment f 
The dead from tormenta of etendi^} 

But thou, thou singest o’er the 
Hymns of remorse. Ah I madman, willitddlkl^ 
The pride which carries thee away f 
And why should’st thou, who in the fray 









THE rOLF IX RLVOLUTION TIMES, 


— “Tl:ev K:iy that pofts in Uie 
Whit nf »til] dim witU 
r<;u!il TO til unquic^.t eartli itii 
Siu<-i> from afur its destinies 
[>iii f >r tlio world what caa^st 
its awful niLdit enwraps thee 
'Fiio tiireateniii^ heavens are 
And |K)t*t pr< ‘[diets are no more;' 
d'hi^ muse is dumb and blind^ 

Of the vast, solemn secrete 


“ -'Pile mortal consecrated 

hin<Lincd with zeal towards th# thil BMi 

ft is by [dtiiviriii:' into the 

drjith^ )](* fathoms aud its dal^mBiy 
1 1 0 i; ; rd s h i n isel f for sacriilee ; • 

Well knows ho that for joys 

The inTmc*;i,t must e‘« ' atone^ ,.;X!§ 

And }»;iy for evil not his own, 

And m> his dying day a prophet 
His scallbld is a shrine, his cell 

— Didst thou not erst upon 

( )f Ahhiis aud Cosrcfos see Uie 

iioneatli the cloudless skies andl'.tiM^mH| 

d'he iiiyrtles and the aloes chaCTiieiiB iSI 

There deaf to all those ills 

Thy muse .-iO troublous for their 

d'hc fjoet sees the mom arise 

^\ht!i suu-kisHcd brow and 

And the dove dear tci wisdom, hai^m 

Fair maidejis where love wbispeis ^ 


Lot otheiT! in uudorious ease remaiiii 'fr' ' ' ' 
lint ii^ uvcnlv mnrtynlorn shall be iny choice, 





AKTAXI) THE PEOPLE. 


ART AND THE 


Aur, Yia a trlorj, it 
r the it hoMu 

It irradiatea the 
Art, splendour infinite) ; 

On the biw of the 
As a star in God^e 

Art, ’tis a 
AVhere Peace holds 
’Ti» the jussionate 
< tf niu^ie tho city hath 
With the country, 

All sweet songs made 

Art, 'tis Humanity’s 
Wliich chattel's chains 
Art) ’tis tiic conquer^', 

Unto Art, each w’orld*yiiyi^|^^S 
.Slave People, ’tis Art 
Free People, ’tis 


0 chivalrous France, 

Chant loudly thy hymj|^,i^ 

Cliaiit, with eyes fij 
Thy joyous voice and 
Through the slumberiiljij^l^]^^ 

0 noble People, chant 

True Peo])Ie, chant 
At even raise song as at 
After labour sweet singing slimild he. 









S£.4 S0X(; OF THE EXILES. 
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And all together sting him 
0 tiny warriors of th« 

Sting blind this 
U|jo!i him swarm from i^| ' 
Aiul, since the mon of 
Let bees of Franco 


SEA SONG OF T! 

Dear land. 
Waves surge 
Dear land) 
Blue 

l^’iirewell, white Cot, wbcuc# 
(hilil blooms that bask on 


Dear land, fi^. 
riiiin, valley, 

Dear land, fj 
* Blue 

Dear land, 

Waves surge 
Dear lam)^ 

Blue 

Fiinjwell, Betrothed with 
catb sondjrc Leaven darlci 

Dear land# 

In thee our joi 
Dear land. 

Blue 

Dear land, 

Waves surge mot swi 
Dear hmd, fanwea^ 
Blue sky t 





rOF.MS nv VICTOK lie GO. 


iQjiapt whose tears all brightness hh^t^ 
l^ire uraTe far a darker lot ! 


K latidy farewell ! 

hearths a knclL 


N. 11. Tu:i;MAN. 


K'V- ■'■ 

p’rk'.v"',.*-' 'V ■''«,« 
■ 







TRANSPORTED. 


^e shadow serene ! 

are upraised and our eves, 
^^ll'kere tbeir tears and their chain 
||>Thy sorrow tries. 

j possessed of most pain. 

The erirni* wdl take flight, 
•^ur cottiiges I 

weary knees 
weep there dav tud night ! 
our miseries ! 

heart's lovo to their sight I 


'># 3 ‘ 


tied to Thee, 
heseech Thco forget, 
to Franco whom we see 
pr 08 , US aorrow-Lcset, 

Upra to chill night’a agony ! 




a mark, 

with shafts of hre ; 

from the tnarish-mire,— 
'OUT brows — and leaves star 

ijbskus siiflbr 1 The crime — 



i\ Pf 

V,. l.un 'Uc V -bl M W broail ' 

U . » .. s.. .\v.' «>t tho pick ^ 

K un \ > n> ^ ““ 

letm.iftor! Theei*^ 

’\\ I, It ”t» u” 

\\ 'll 'u' vU tl*ey tbAt eiiduio not 

1 1 1 US ''Uficr t <*'WrilTO 

T.n^ tl«el5<H>lK norW-gr«R^ 

1 ( if( to tlx Mist nosttuoiweWK^ 

IV „ tot>o.UnU«.it«lai»^ 

, Min<.-»1> i.t'utblettto 

\,u.A«».bMitUCa)oime«w«l 

TTt uh suffer' Tho«*Wl 
Hinh pAseing,--<«tf <* 

^\ mde paHMUff.— "Vtlltf. 

Ml then, ewtat*! 

M mils, tell them ottlt i 
Bu Is, bctu our heart^i 



AN EXIIiIB® 

Of tib vt does this poor 
Hw u 11 dt-n plot, his d^ 

I'd hAiicc bis tools, perch^ ^jNffi " 





All life sociiis foul, ^ith vio6 
A }0 thus to Im) 

Suiuh n a t]«irion imto 
Peals Liberty ! 


\a<l the rlull ^orld^ 

Is like to one 
Diuiikiu ill mght| a 
O' the risen sun I 




0 riTunr > Fair vmion 
'J lie nati 4 win free of m|h 
' riie dos< 1 1 IS all passed 
Aft^r the saud-drifte, t(l6 
And earth is a bride {ft 
' Fib man they are 

Hmii novi the uplifted 
Scf s ( Icarly fair dreami 
\Vh rh one day siudl 
Pol <*oii Hill cast off tte 
For the pu>t hath a 
But the name of tibo 

Pven now throii^ifh OUT 
'J he ht idc blustk of the 
'MkI our sombre bnai^iiliS^H 
— Like a hoinet, glad 
Pjo^rcs<}, the bee ; and tbe btallii * 
Yield honey for them tbnt al^ «ing, 


j>y yjK^JoA jillj. 


Oof bahold ! the deep night is dnink up. 

the wotld which hath shattered tiic cnj) 
^ l£|hlipo(«(m of Ceesars, of kings, 
nations made bright 
% aaure light 
S heir vast, steadfast a mg'). 


y IV;' .‘'.-iS 
'py'ymim ' 

■ z ' \ ■ 




fm no part 








S 


^-**-^right station hath won! 
mother of all, 

If W a spark so small, 
dooUk thoult out-dazzle the sun I 
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0 c-mIos f Ti ue men «hom fate 
M} coinia«ios so valiant amt 
O itinxs, near the fountatmi 
1 h e chauted this; aoik|( 

OHtunos, haMiiii^ hearkoned 
\ ou h no s t I to me : ** 
lit tiiov ilut ©udaretkji 
Moie hlack than the 

W )i it 111 ly it teach tbia % 

'I li it tho ]iHt bears ihd 
Tl> it Mituo roused^ and 
nil the (hi! of yon heaveir 

“n>lhiws, in 1 the d itkoelal^^^ 
VI IS ’ lull fnul Clime ie 
whom heaven 
\\ liuui smites, hath load 


‘ In ns all unknown are Hi» 

II* I w 111 ly this (loil of the 
{? itlur^snch ni unfold pvaiiO 
J'*! jui such manifold 

His woikmgs seem not l4l 
nil the hope that onoo 
]hit who tiieii, xi.y brotbeiii 
'I lie secret of linn m ttnf 

A\ iif» tlien hith traversed 
1 he water, the air, 

And tho Kjnon where spirHi^ 

A\ ho can say ; “ I havSf 

“ I h i\o ''cen Jehovah ! Bjsi 
I know , Ho hath filled to* , 

I know h(A\ Ho fashimied 

AitJ ill bic tilings He hnplMc 
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/‘0£.VS BY VICTOK HVCO. 

seen that vast flaud unknown 
|||>^WT»ich oj^em and leaves winter fn 0 , 

OT deep in the cloud -zone, 

I BSt Qpon the loud sou, 

idle vast, livid night ; 

^ soul ; 

^ the ^xed might 
l^l^ed uttermost ; 

hour ; 

rose-crowned king 
without flower, 
^lirithout weicomo, bring ; 

paint tine flower, 

^tjbte star- worlds, and yet 

I'waire at the shore ; 

^ ^une beautiful ; 

a ever full ; 
m eveiy star, 

i trat with wind-stroAS ; 
light in the 


^^H|^^Mi^.noihing remains ! ” 
Notone. 

night in our eyes • 
j« man, soon douo — 
in His skies. 
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I HE RhulME^ r Oh BARON MADHUCE 
* 

Who, born amid ny holy rooks 
In Bolcmn places bigh| 

Where the tall pines bend t 
When the storm goe»1 
Yet give the strength of 1 
lly penlons path saddj 
And fioni their bluo*eya4| 

The old, mysten^ 1 
The daring that the good 1 
Into the^ nostrib V"' 

And the proud swelling i ^ 

With each pure 
The gi lecs of the mountam i| 

\\ ith dowers m summ 
And all glories of the 
To eani a lackey’s 

k 

Their country free ana^ 

She of the rugged 
She of the rough peaks 
Whereon the tempests 
Mother of the unoonqnwf^d 
And of the savage 
Who biiiig^ out of her ( 

Tlic hero and the i 
Who ^i\^th freedom UxdO j 
And hfe unto the besA-J 
Who hears her silver 
Like joy-bella at a 
Y ho hath her caves for ^ 

And a hero her ofail^ll \ 

The proud old archer of 

With hi8 good 

Is she to suckle jailesst 
Shall shamo and gloff 
Amid her lakes and mouataliui, 

Like tains upon her 
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Till from my sights in that 
Earth aud her criixii€A"hj|^ 
The men who act the'eTil $ 
The caitiffs who 
Far, far into that space !] 
Beyond the vast 
Where distant stars 
And the great 





THE SO» 

The chill dawn glimmered, waU; 

A troop defiled in order throug^^, 

1 followed, by that rumour 
Of men’s feet trampling in Btr<^A 
Citizens were they inarching £oS!.|& 
Pure Warriors ! In tne ranks, 

But by tlie heart compeer, the 
Held by the hand his father, 

Bearing her luisband’a rifle, mat^^^ 
Still, as of yore, our Gallic girlS/i|i|^ 
Are proud their warriors’ glitt^^S 
If one beard Caesar, or brave 
What next 9 The child laughs 
Mother, are dry. Paris c^efeatt 
But all her childreu are on thi^, 
That, save by shame, no peopw^ 
That their dead sires will 
So Paris die that France -may Iii 
Honour we keep ; for the rest 
So forward 1 On pale brows 
’Bove eyes aflame, Faith, Coi 
Onw’ard these warriors of a gl 
March, 'neath her banner, tom, Ih^ 
With the battalion mingle wife 














M\ IUrPlBSr DRFAM, 
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POEM*^ BY VJt /(lA Afi 


My VM sad, my aongi, oiu o my dtl ,ht 

"“p 

ts!j i&jppia6s$ dejiart ^ 
jy.,. t0 weariness of heirt. 

imier^ all forlorn, 

trheu I was born, 

^ t^alUhii i\orld I toll 
I ia heaven might clwol! 

« aheep, the Jdmb cmnes btriightw 

lay Lord IS come 

uayer heavy be 
I ftjllow faithfully 

robe thou bhiK wear, 

■•totti in innoceucy thcic 

to thpc, 

] thou ahalt see 
the pure and brilliant 1 a^, 
VUntothc peiftct da^ ” 

above my heart, 
rl^t 4dear fuend thou ait ” 

^kilitide shines so bright, 

*ttd Jaow the burden s light. 

* CUARLEti MaTTHLW, M A 

^Tm 

t «Qd 0, bo thy first prayer 
J^Wtoytdj^t^ with anxious care, 

first cradle; who took thy infant soul 
"CO Md gave it to the world ; thou life 
'am 4 herself the gall of life, 

^ m for thy young hpe^tho honied bowl. 






PKAYEi:. 


Vx 1 then— T need it more — then pjrn-y fcMf^ 

Foi she IS gentle, aitless, trad \ 

She has u guileless hearty 
Vity she has fur all, envy for 
Gentle and nibc, she patiently 
An I bbo endures, nor knoST^ii 

In tiilling floaters, her siOTioe 
'J OIK bed i. on the outer rindi of 
A\ jtb smiling sho^ has ^ 

( > \ her the past has left no 
Ndj kiioAS she aught of tbOHO^^w 
j ik( shidc on Tvaters, oW 

Sli' knows not — nor maysi 
In wlnth our spirits niiuglei 
Uunui^e, houl gnawing cat|i% 
r is'aions which float upon 
Biltd icnifmbranccs wbidh 
And Sliainc’s i . t spot sptM^I) 

i > 

I know*lifc b( tter ! when 
1 11 t»ll thoe — it IS needful tdW 
Of tlie pursuit of wealth«-'»'eyt^ 

That It IS folly, nothingness 
Fur glor} is oft thrown us in thft 
Of Foituno ; chances where 

The soul will change. 

The ause and end be clears yA 
Wc roam through life (of vtoe 
We %\anda as we go ; we feel t}^ 

Of doubt , and to the briars 
Man leaM,a hu \irtae, M t)tt 

Then go, go pray for me ! Jind M 'JWiJWIf 
Gushes in words, be this the fidm ih«Jt beiur^- 
“ Lord, Lord, cur Father ! CJodl, my prayer attend 
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THE MORROW OF GREATNESS. 


*53 



Victory, with her bumiaig wii]^ 
rroucl ambition’s cove^ij^ 
These may our 
Than the free bird wkd' 

Upon our roof, and tal^ 

High into air again* j| 

Nor smile, nor tear* nfirtj 
Avails t’ unclasp the 
Thy voice to disentblip 
Dnmb phantom, ahod^^l^pl 
Veiled spectre* jourue;]f|^^ 
Whom inou “ To-mbj^||!i|S 
Oh, to-njorrow 1 

Its realities to scant 3i& 

0«h 1 to-morrow brings 
What lo-day is sown 
’Tis the lightning in itii: 

’I’is the stur'ConceaHngf 5i|| 
Trait(*r, his purpose 
Engine, lofty tow’rs 
Wantlring star, ito 
“ Lady of kingdoms*** 

To-in •. )rro w ! ’Tis i|l^. 

Of the throne’s frameefispl' 

That, rich with velvet^ 

Dazzles the eye to-dsj^ 
To-morrow ! ’tis the 
To-morrow ! thy victoirl^f^ 

Tis the red fires 
Tis thine Old Guard 
'Tis the lone island In 
To-morrow ! 'tie 
Into capitals subdued 
Thou mayst ride with/ 




POEMS l/L/O' IlLuO 


yPrtb ihiae edicts barricade 

I ^fiejghtcd ti ide , 
athral, 
call , 

GS asunder , 
rightest wonder, 
id thee far , 
oaies jield 

Euiope a fitlJ 

if lends space to tluo, 

\ mundane immensity , 
head can nso bublimc, 
be stamp of Cli ulcmagiu, 
mt never gam 
Ow from the Lord of Time ’ 
Fioser'a Ma^jazine 


IN GOD. 






And to-moiroa fi th, 
i The darkness gioub h ss 
jjeltan ftrst gleams the d la u breath, 

} 0od 18 wakeful to blc^&s > 

llttii occasioned our pain 
y a brief ^^h le on thy knees, 

Wn and they Go<l may deign 
ev0n on night and on us < 

N R llERMlN 


CRABITY. 

1 4 nk OhArit^,” she cries, 

up before the day , 
(fhik yet asleep all nature lies, 

4 God bids me nse and go my way ” 



cm AH y 


^o^^ fur her ^loiious foatutes ibiaOi 
Wbercou the hand of Godllfedill 
Au iiiigol s attributes 
With all a SIfi 

Above the old mau^fl 
Mic bo\s8 her foreh^i^j 
Tikoic’8 xiothuig fairer 
1 here's nothing grander 

Thui N\hon caressingty 
( The cold hearts Wi 
Ami holds within herfat^/; 

The little cliildren’n 

To ovu} den of want 
Mic ; 4 <)cs iind leaves 
la i\os wine and breads 
And hopes that bli 

And fir., ,, 00 , beautiful 
Th it mocks the 
W1 ue, having set tha I}t] 

Ho dreams he’s sitting 

'Ihcu, over all the eartb 
And seeks in the 0(^ 

Those poor for>akeu 

\\ ho dioop and weaij^ tU; 

Ah, mobt her heart ie^ 

Wlioso foreheads, wru] 

Still wear a tnple diid< 

The young, the in: 

And they are bettor far 
And she bestows a 
Tor, with the loaf of cfaarHjff 
bbe giTe-> the Josa that dUklnHt HMd. 







li j:r/T!:x at 7\:f. foot of a cfuc/f/x. 

ilosc siiid : tlie 

From ilie <luwij*$ tear? 

A pcrfnmo 

Amher and 1ioo0y‘4<i pip^^^ 

And all the 
Do siifler a 
^lorc strangely 
To God's own 
Tho Grave said 


ST. JOHSfil 

Onf day, the sombre soul, thO 
Ai Pa.tmos who ayo dreaiia 
And trcnddmgly perused, 

\Vf>r is that with hell^fire 

s.ii 1 his oro/ir. ; Bird, sprerf;^ 

Not” Is must [ sec Ifis 
1die eagle soared. At length 
Lu ! tho all-sacred 

.■\nd J(']:n hclndd the Way 

The nann, nor there hatlt-'t^^^ 
And, h>! the Place fulfilled 
Bccaufte of very God. 


WHITTEN AT THE I 

All ye that weep come unto 
All ye that suffer come to 0 
All trembling heai’ts, be 
All pasbcrs-hy, ^ ! tarry— 
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DRAMATIC 

TIIC FAY AND 
Ta« 

r»f A.I/1IFI I spiiit, con:><i K<| 
o^LI ih 1 liK eiicbaut^ 
Afoiiiitu and evonitig 
111 niv j-irden, wlierd th 4 
W tiblos tliroUjXh the fruity 
No sludoi^ falls apoti 
TUeie til} inothci’s arm« 

Ib r clKij->hod infant at tll0j 
Of f* IIS r tlio Io% chest 
M} Histiis, near the mc^ 

111 c%or \ oathful bloom ab{tf 
Ihit ]i lie LtK tr lu<>tio by 
A siUvcn unban ^icathsi 
I* able s ou my arms aresp 
"NMiilt ssihnji: ftlo\ily thronglf 
11 } th^ uplookci’h dassled 
\i ^tea m> \unfrs of pari^ 
(ibtlciin^ iMth Llysiaa’da^ 

\s Intel than a far-off adfl 
M} form of bcaaty 
1 1 r as on a summer 
I) mils tlic slcc])*btar’s getjtl 
And fragrant as tho ea4jf 
Ihit scents the green 

Soothiu'; the pilgrim wbe 


The Fat. 

Beautiful infant (naid the 
In *he rcs'ion of tho sun 
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auittom winds never can sweep, 
of tiio woodland steep thee in sleep, 
the ejes of a bn^thcr, 
tibe breast of her mutlicr. 
Ill )j;j^ten to me ! 

wings shall be ; 
forehead shall twine, 
«^^ets not shall shine. 




S;a'> >#•-'! 




strain, 
thoughts were driven— 
eri waited in vain, 
auoh a sensual gain — 




Asiatic Jot' I 


VEIL. 


Ir-:'-' ■' ■ ’v'^v ’■ 

iW»:W 

KsSaiSsa 


to-night, JDc.ctdcmoiiiif ? ** 

Sister. 

brothers? Your spirits to day 
lamps : 

What has happened 1 Oli, say 
mt with a sinister ra} 
lamps. 

^^^pmiards arc half unsheathed 
frown on me ! 

Pm's a pang unbreathed 
brothers three I 



Bkother. 

Ipld^l^swer f Hast thou, since the dawn, 
m ot a Stmngei* thy veil withdrawn] 
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POh M> />> Ut JOR IJL C O 


fncli beiutios in the public road , 
mUctobociTiIcvcn^ 

both — Hell, not m hca\tii 

bloke, 

l%ji|ik malignant sneer, 

r4#ar, 

f^peotation by, 
spoLc 

1 of me L}r ’ 



Amen a i flu 
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MGAEr. 


And if ainone veutttiWi 
11 to ^ 1 

111 * m i> call oa 
The c ibc to docile j 

1 it/(ss nioKt gallant 
<iiM liijriss to tho 
A\ ihti m nnnnc fSght 
\ m aiiM, ot m roal INMPlfjW 
l\nij:hfs who on shield 
I ho w } M rn ^reon with 
(h \ou who \t;ra*8 mai^tle waiK 
hiu rclicvod1t»7|4M 
^ MIL j)luo tut lilioH oil ttuitf 4)P 
^^ hil^t oth( rs knightly ilU^ 
On wh' h shiuio ont lu 
1 h( Cross of 


RHORET. 

% 

j 11 'PJ hath loft mo i 
\ 't, * \vi ill jMirbUc its 
\\ A L Mink to rest withm iti 
1 kt the I’ho iKiin Mrgln, WtlijSBi. 
()urscl\cs alone iijam. * 

J hen, through iho distant ftltttl^M|||H|| 
\Vc s (k t))c lost compaitiots 
11 turn, iLtuin ' ” wo cry, 

Pit i*‘Uic ai I c ir*) ^ but not tO fill IfiralilH 
Of tjiit w( mourn always* 

I, should u 1 ill ud Pioasnre 
W ill to ti L w inton sorceress 
Revpcct the tjprtHS on my moamMM^ 
Lo'.t llappinisB hath left reg|«t~-4>Qi lSo» 
Leave “t remorec, alone.” 
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i lu cl of t 1C. li a e suou 
] \cii IK \s in} ioim ^lows 
Mu^ \oui suo\i\ ^ 

N I } > ii‘c \»hccK th.it rol) ittt|i||M|||n 

C\ 1 it, ii ) 111 1C >iii:ii of yout >^€fl 
An I nc ir\ h < ncc clamift ljQ 0 
1 xc ti s\}) I chucs the deeper ipedj CTi|^ 
]\ ) With htiuK and fipfiifft 
\U il h ( )mt s a hell ot biller 
lii wh ch 1 bink, nor can I 

\\\ w fth 11 1 do with 

\M ii tnin Miiti to <ieek youri^ig^l^ml 

\\ hit c iic. 1 lot tho things I 

Ivi \ I „Mh It \ou arc far awey 

W t it u c. 1 1\ c \es < uept to gsee iH! 

\\ h it 11^0 s out voko except te 4 uiMi|^H 

'IMii iLf h ipi . IS the man 

Is < X t 111 ti It « il vale and htiM&^ ^ WP 

AMnie he w is born ho 

\n I nothn ^ knows of earth eiara fin 


TKARS IN SOI^nraeil 
Oh ! why in w>hiudo ail fain to 
Ircm d) ^hit bida tito 

h illinjf, wh it St idow ef 
\l ^'tLi fcir the dear di ad pasi> 

Of \ h it Itic future biitigeth^ is^t 
II txi uerthy trau controif 

L j\ t x\ 1 hi Is charms already Beetle 
L ft s 1 1 illusions, all those sistoBiM^S|^ 

\\ no, cit d iwn well awakeot ^ 

Tiom out 0 ir tritcs, iii ’inirij^tide^s 
Dante h i id in ha id, ll^wer crowned ; btti>eto night lower^ 
Diop dead h\ the wav, foisakeni 




7Ur D 4.XCE OF DEMONS. 





IIIE DASCE OF DEMOXS- 
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rOLMS BY VJCIOA HI CO. 


fBliVlt into the fane ! 

^4iMordteke viug^ 
t&ekdioua swing, 
ibe ring, 
pwt) ibis refrain. 

colossal and hi^h, 
tombs close by. 

colossal and Ingh, 

nrv'bes colossu\l and higb^ 
tombs close by. 


tomb with sad moans 
ii H fci ^ pbo monk to his stall 
QlSybn^ toocealed in his palh 
!lriuit robe iktal to all, 

Which bums into his bonea 



0/ i0C7//. 


A bl u k dittM vi^ 
\S ith a flame be (Mb 
On the altar on 
Il< the curst 

\n I th r st< ]>s nhake the 
'itiiih \\j thf duul «n their 


Sii in «tis you, 

Ith \our coarse 
In the midst 
Wnte then, 

\\ \ luui ibia ) ^ 

I I\y icnil birds o{ 

\N nil tnoultin|;i: trittp jiww 
lluoii^di the alcovej 
Su-t iiinn/ Smarts 

\hd Ou ir st( [ s !»h iko the 

Ui^tuibiMg t}ie ih id in their tOml^SB 

> i« ()k Mgiial app04|^|H 
\ii I lioli urges 

* M i\ each soul in My SH 

0 }( d i\ h ivo no Iifrijm S s H 
but this dun beaeolil^HH 
May oui camisil 

1 hi ju^h the shadotrit^^p 
\iid the ^hole 

In an impious 

1 1 c (1 i\in ahitiiH the srohSi Oojfy^^W 
\i, i (b * * ill the devilukh 
ill i 1 1 Hi uk«< retire to UkAt 
And \L 1 tuir culd faces behMI^lM^ 


•V 

SONGS OF YCsMS 


I'l F \ot m> juuthful soagB1M3oVM^ 

T( ii(l( r and tnie, keca pangs bad proved 













as? 


THE BLACK JIUKTSMAK. 











THE FOUSl\AlN. 


TiSo 


The faint forcht-leaves, by tbe ftharp urted rifted. 
Fall . . . one had said ^ > 

That ilu* d u'klin;^ revel with 
Through the wood 
Tho chirinn of dawn through th4'< 

Sweet sunlight*® spread t ^y^ 


THE FOUNTS 

A.vian a dcsort-spring a lion dwelt | «: 

Drank from the same 
One morn ii ehanecd two warrior-ohiefl' 

Dflen fate suders so—* 

Drew ii’irh this sjtring winch wdih 

Allures the traveller, , 

And, recogniz'ug each his foe, flashed 
Fought, - and foil bleeding 

Then, while they breathea their lastn 
O’er lowly heads, shrilled 
*• Yti found the wlukle wide earth for yii^' 

I'hat are less than a Httile. 

“ 0 Priiicca : and your bones, s^ong yi 
Will be, tf 1 -morrow monii 
►Stones mingled with the stones o' the 
By travellers’ f<n*ting^Hror^| 

Ye fouiS ! fnr what great end was th^ 

Your duel fierce and rude I 
T, th’ Eagle, and yon lion, lead a 
In this vast solitude. 

“ B(vth come to quench our thirst at tilie I 
Kings in the same 
He roams in lordly wibc the praine, fonMt^^ 

The air*s swept by my pinions \ 

N. R Tyermast. 

T 



V All IC70K HUGO 


eoNG OJ?' Tin: mow gildkus 


Wx ore the gtlders of the prn\th 
WbooUike Awhirt, utroug w in<ls arou'-c 
Teidxat xw’b rotundity, 

Iftngliog th« thadoKs and tlic git inn, 
And ’oud iAie folds of MUdhii stiiams 
vessels stiadtasth. 


squall close ( lul lu rtios, 

, iipXftUOiui 'Wiudii deep guil( ii (ic\ no, 

fl^Avsbor black in Im lioni clotii lii >w , 
jEWWlHMads bodo death’idiik uiy'.tti^’i, 
^ Alld those prodigies 'tij wi 

Sl^roiaw the golden spcctus go 

'V^^iddp’s proH IS like a gliubt, 
8^tl*Jte«»gtrdletl, tempest tossed , 
'IPlthldl^ fioia our ba/aats she sails 
*!Pp lightnings with a m uk, 

the of the d<uk 

the plane tioes pie isni< tl re , 
Ip the Saltanas >>ic, 

. 1)Mieath long vciK the uc 

girk mth names untuKl, 
'W|9jg«M«nnoni btaik b.uc utto v(»Ki 
on the inaikct ])la« e 

VfbtlgtMestiie Vf&VQ * V\ hat CtsU 9 the air 

1!hhl gy is dark and that is fair. 

Of dte^ or Ispahan ; 
filrfdiu faee they all may ipiako ; 

What heed tiiercof foisooth should take 
The vast myatenuus otean ' 



T« have each one jour leiclrv. 

Be thou tlie prince, the tempest lie 
He lightning hath, tlie yataghan 



si)\r I 


ir ,, i, l L 


2 "H 


T li i, t » ch ist *>0 \oui multitudes * 

iHiitath it^ 1 id tlio people broudiji 

1 he \\ ne bencsih iho hurricene^ 

« 

] )r OiU aiul (he other do ifCMdriv^ 

'I I N n ihle tuk IS oun idirei-*^ 

\n I thus \\c hine; O stern 

I m I t \ I s ol sti.< 1, til} heart (ee ^ 
Kiq) 11 the luik H\^allow'e ey^i ^ 

I I tn timtfui bleep when nigtAitl)i$i|l 


hui hth ^ 'tore is oteme 
\u 1 (1 in |ml ] Mui' souls tltftt 
(i 1 )i hi i( th beneath Uis 
\iiii th( Lii vu( tie s'^ect ghe4e» 
\V 1 ii !r irt^ f 1 < \ei midiemayid 
!•} s| li tctiois, do ne siog. 



I litu (lur k rda lie Icnre the pilta 
\ii 1 St n laurel l We aw eiStot j 
\n 1 hti ullii'it ivhilo Wiihm Uiet|l 
ill* hA\< nut (aVn the mmii 
' n I th svMfl flight of the 
i It ] cn U not un a king b wniPiaiuL ^ a 

1 li Ml 1 , lows, the liowen htoQM. ^ 

*^1 ill 1 i- bu<N tip the boiiome wWW](.t ^ 

< 1 1( 1 111 ( i nt 1 uglts, the , 

^ 111 ’ ilu. priests atiU iigh ami liS^i ^ 
^ht sh i<low\ fawns through 
I k( .iiL., nuku gic}hoanda Strain 


If ^ootlih, Sultn, thou liadst IjiialM " 
pi ♦itn 1 \ ka-i ie«, the sweet diwught 
■\\ il 1 nch f,n V\ roisoii thee I 
I u M i snd n ii;n, — ^thy life is sweet 
( 1 h 1 < II tin' 1 1 (ho roebuck fleet 
In tu si imbers drcjunfuliy. 
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n I i/s / I liLU K jiiL 0 


Who mouutb iloft mu&t i.co K (irs( end , 

Tho hours are du&t is their end , 

^ The tomb saith unto man “ Behold ( 

Times ctuuige, blithe birds not alw i> 

Warn Imp, and straight are th judenng, 

While ajre around are omctib rolkd 
The hour is Bttltty ; tvomon hare 
Lava lunlui nigh blooni^ loss fair , 

jyyi BOxroas now 1 1 po^o , 

lakes w hi H tloiul". lu fliiidi 
golden btai of hi imii 
Itself eaith 10 1 lest lose, 
have gold iimurl, 

^ of oarb is bn<i\(.d 

^ tBlfflpnOW Lqianto, ’mul tin singe, 
ae tempest and tho tide, 

Aoi oi which Is hotly plteil 
%i^«l«fV6e shackled, ’ueath the scout go 

N U I \ J I 'i\N 


sortsTRiiss 

his rum mis h ith, Ins fl . ds, 

Sb iBMWffW fMllW cnitlis imiltitnd s 

him as e\ei h- a dks i.^hl on 
One hot bright nith jo.i, i ir fi u is « ui , 

Men cloud blill tiaxolh ♦ i 

JSbt onej Wer, escapes tliat bi dli , 

ThehUfhbtelM^lVll^ tluough then iniiio*^* h 1 r 

Tima Nortu-wmd fiom out tho lion on ll ci i 

q^aest athiRart the hta and laud, 

Thfok Irain and U|^taiug twists, orcu as a girl the 1) ind 
The4 hot deader frame with archest &milo uTibindN — 
Wf^ ihe vast blast deep muttering passoth, bhtlnr fuiiK 
No Made of grass m valley’s depth from the aw ful iiii^ht 
And fieijr qieed of tho hurricane’s foimtd«ible f jiit 



0 / :>/:/! cj f' f r /t>A’ //oir t[ 


2 <<) 


LOXGUS. 


( III or hirr liosomeil tbtf dltB V<Mkla ; 

Shi. 1)1 UU MiiiK, blight ianoaHlo«lN^ta^))«*gftkl>i 
X ill 1 she IS, atid loviw it ; lovelj, , 

I c< 1 1 lilt "ns must adored «h« II 

'lit II IIS 'I'l soosher aiidi«tMli4HN4ji||^^/',v< 

X 'i t'lPiks sho s Venus, Psyidti^ Hfii 
\ t( I «iTKl fo.itful mjfitery i$ I 

^ 111 tho I r v>mo HwcOt tlUH 

i)i It J'*, \\] 1 h, to Hoft (umnde of %ii 

In tin \x\ si . Iif8, as m thctllwl wq 
/ lit mnt f intjjf i<l4* oomOS|-— 

'i t iiiiuK,— tho (livme adventllfql 
< t U\i to Uu wootls to QowerB» tdfcq 

II I \ I jj 1 Will t from thofo 
ill tin tiM tlio dr\<ol, and tliO fotoi.ii 
1 lit wiii^^ ii k)v^ at every miith 99^ j| 



nuDri: of day for tmv$^ 




\ K iMRV , frjciuls ! I givo Wtil^ ) , S 
111 ImsUs m the fhlMireeAN^ 

'J 1 . s that gleefully * *. 

'I in n gUt by the light 


I Lliiw a hhiat on the hiUiy. 

\ hl.i't of rapturous might t ^ 


A' ^ 


Know all, that the fair spring |^* n' 
\\ ith lilo R the footprints ol <il g^ 4 




Jjiip slippers her soft abits jfesti 
Ilti fett that no longer are finuL 
Lo how the siinS poUes beat, 
Foliilling von hCit\cn*s blue tale! 
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Pur MS A1 y/CfOK HL'iaO 


The plumcil birda sinfr. Imiihs blo.it ; 

May, mocking with ones night powers, 

Pats wiiitox^in full retreat 
With a mitrailleuse of flowcis. 

N. K Tvervin 


BRT7TE WAR. 

V 

TotUOImi^lir^ duU-bnmc(l Pon(]o| o, 

Cr»dCtM'«f poverloHi to ci. iti , 

Wm, it}ig0. til* oh^ of iron fires to irloo, 

'ITb# IlfCkiiM of ekrions m Jvi s c iai \ — 
that to lh\ K‘ i**t 

Inkaddeu'st them with mU d 1 /lit,~ - 
thunder Xoith, South, West aiitl l'a-.t, 
rtdIQtMIvItbnyii darker than d.nko'-t nijit, - 

that for SWOkIs keen lij;htuin^'> \MohlL t, 

(It tfcgf dire birth ot holh^h race. 

If ibui upbrnlvk t, 

1* the knst s pudo nf }• uo , 
darkne*"^ thou d.j^t sntjth<r 
. but to Yield eaith tliui e mi )t!i< i ^ 

N U. 

' tfSA? DICTATfS THE BOOK. 

-S 

ilt mut in this frightful sc'l^nn of t no 

by the monstrous justlm^ the Miblnno, 

A phdn gi?0n up to ©yitj wau ienng tio 1 1, 

Coaselosidy trampled by dec<l^ md or drea 1. 

This book of mine’s dictated dui I y da\ 

^ By the hour that roars, thtu moau*' it'* life away. 

The weeks of the Awful Ytar are hvdr.is due, 
Hclhboni of fire to be consumed by fire . 

Onward with biasing eyes they all mu^t toil, 

Leaving their burning gup upm my tioul, 



Ti/E COXIEX J'EP EXI/.E. 
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Upon my A'crse, wan, wild for pity or wrath, 
Tli’ imprint one seea npoii a serpent's path. 
ShouM one regard my spirit ynoWi ,b|Ai see 
J)ark signs thereon 
Of all Uicso days of horroTi 
As 'twere a desert trampled 




THE contented 




Tup. Solitude and j^ilence tempt 
To dc-'Cit places. There the «ottl Ifi 
Auti >teHily .satisfied ; one knowat^; 
Wliat is that -vhudfiw which he ebi^\| 

T go into the forests seeking th0JPe^J.4f] 
Vague awe ; the tanglc<l thickil^ ii^/ 
Inforuia rnc - Mi a joy and terror 
And there T find oblivion akin 
To thaUwithin tiie silence of 
H it T am not oxtiiiguished ; one caii^ 

A t o 1 . -1 1 i n d a rk ness, and beneath 
Hcneath thcsaercii crypt, el<m0, 

To shiver in tlic deep and windyArii^lh^^ 
Of thf* empyrean. Nought is 
i*<*r ii.iving sounded duty’s depths 
W hr) loo); < fn.m liigh seeii well!; wha- 
S'.cs ri-ditly. Conscience knows a 
Is ])o<^^!^le for her, and goes to hi 
And lonely places, there to shiim w4' 
Remote fr-m the forgetful, cellons.i 
And therefore I too go forth to 
Rut do not quit the world which 1 



Because a dreamer comes, in forests* depfts, 
Or on the craggy cliffs, to sit and muse 



POEMS py VIC I OR HUGO. 


In Bilenee on tho vastness of the night ; 

.R« 4o^ net isolate himself from earth 

^^h's inhabitants. And think you nut 
having seen the throng of men, one ncc i.s 
:.|E!b;flae benoatii.th^ thick and shady trees, 

for peace, for right, 
grows in the soul, 
lying things ? 
all ray heart, 

hitman suni, 


1 pour, 


at. But I take 
^oods— with heavy shades, 
wretched crowds so near, 

tho blows, the insults heaped 
i^8i and cowards grown 
j^eivil broils, aud judges lit 
Jd^t only, and vile jaiestar 
Refiling, preaching hu* 

Him. I have s<.cn 
that our beauty shows ; 


hffiVtT watched mere nuthingr.css, 
arches pa^s. 
him who con-odcs, 

, and him who yields, li'd now, 

I have this for joy, 
ui some dark spot, 
muse ; aud if pcrcliance 
shmAil ^ilr me, youth, glory, love, 
i13^^gth, victi» 7 ~would I return to tnwus, 

T«i do I hnd it good to have a lair 
iPliFlthih the forests, for by no means sure 
Am I, that even then I would consent 



r^ii tc V // \ f£/) I \n / 


W hat IS this cai th <ft ours t A stavm of souls. 

In this gloom uhoiG we wunderiiig {•ittkts rsscb 
N ) si 01 c but rocks nitbtokmg th«m pcsfts ; 

\ I tho tempest of dosmsi ot oriMi 
ti tnsi t rts loves, vows, som>W%*-* 4 lSSj^ 

1 Ih rl( tMnj: kis^(^ of those pfOsUtArtSi ^ ^ 

Ut evil mihfjon foituno ood ettW><i!f} , 

Tl* !< xhi Hufh 11114 loVs: 

1 ii *1 iihlinj: I* IS lU 

111 tl t « ji >'.Uriius and fierce 

Of j I .if urn,’’-« (f Oofrius, 

fii ] rtM iKi uf tli( fute vhich turd# 

Ills c tj t in fiom which ever 

111 ' 11 of tlu |i»0) phlloMpboMI •" < 

I 111 111 u ii s ID i the same oataltro{itiltjn 
III tins coiio Inn; nothingnen, «ad 
\nil n 1114 ( It u s, ah it at hut min 
(I ui\ III *hi Ahitio our •omWlji 
\ 1 1 1 ulurts line, the rngo of ioMMUlIf' 

\iil sr fell I ''lit I of iniiDCWit thhiyiimdt^g|A^^^ 

1’ 114 I ilto human hihrt, tiu 

Our j esf 1 1 iJ 1} in filoora, our taaftVIf 

Ml the liih isters, all the hatred^ ‘ ^ 

Oni 1 1 ,'usi! rill eked bj beavy^ 

Ml ii iin 1 ii', t \< n among the lHWt> ", 

An 1 ill the tin 1114 of hung 

Will Is, which b ow from out tbe 
In tiuth tis stlubir^ for the lUiud sr ^ 

\ii<l 4 1 tiirijiu the luterwQveu b0il||^ 

So Tfi in\ tiid bo h]a< k, to eontoiil{d(dfi(| ^ « 

aSonif mu'* athw ut the ills whsdh ee«M 
Betw xt U heavens and us like mpWI^ 

Deep and j u found and made of eliiniitg f£a» ; 

It IS of 1 tJod thouerht, what time He placed 
The pxts iitai the cradles made for sleep 

Ida Jf LtMov 
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roE,v.=; ny victor iivgc. 


THE SPOlL-SrOllT. 

!Eai(^ protfcj girl8*aro all in flight, 

And, trembling, know not where to cower. 
BlUMJcdras moam, black-eyed as night, 

. Th€Qr daneed arnear the old church tower. 

Id keep the footing true ; 

\ \ brightening 

ripbund of dancing, flew, 

with blooms of spring. 

t 'ifltieiuKi with surniuer-glce, 
the >tccple-clock. 
t q[UOth the ohl oak-tnjc ; 
tt, i 1" sighwl tho amorous rock. 

o* the sombre lower 
ib “Wretches ! Away ! 

brake the sweet danoo bower, 
|;|iie tmy feet from play. 

6y«8, all are fled ; , 

^dawn beneath tlic rain 
wing 0 crheivd, 

April sunshine fain. 

; hath made, alas ! 

ji’tt^t^;Woad4orJs dumb with care ; 

on green grass 
the blue air. 

murmur they, 
for that harsh cry 
pretty ones far away, 

And yet bird-melody. 

u jg 1 “ I care not,’’ 

A sparrow chirps, light-hearted thief. 

They weep os dawn to w eep has taught ; 

, Bat a white daisy wbisperoth : 




TJfE SOU! S THAT HAVE COXE. 




“ I am u)Kiut to cx[»laia these things, 

You murk not )iow the dull WOI^ 

Ikittc'rflios love all 

r»iit the owls love not 0tm •, - 


Tin: SOULS that kI’ ' 




Thorr souls to memt^ < 

Do ue or return again, : | 

Dut in sonm hlissfnl 

For aye, alas I remiiJtt.'''V;4| 

lu thrise iiri^ht worlds abp^t 
Of ozure and of light, > 

Far, far from those they i 
Id theirs contcutmeht 

We with arbours 
A <hvolling near ^nt 
flow fair the flower^3cck«<t(ji 
'1 he toky above how i 

Amid the fallen leaves, 

WWl rove the forest 0?i^5y;: 
And oft on summer eves^^ 

Did ruined walla expjonoui^j; 

i hiv laui'htcr wjis is giJT" 

Aw ran- tlirough £den’|^g|l^ 
With something still to 
That had before been saipJvf^ 

We fairy tales reheard, 

And happy were, God kndwjff 
At eight of passing bird 
Our joyous voices rose. 




David Toihie. 




HERNANL 


DKAMATI8 


)rKi:v wi. 

D a Ki’v <; !Mr.z i>E Silva. 
I »I Ki: “F i mvTIIA. 

I inN > \ • '11 /, 

fliiV M\TII!\S, 

D »N ID* \j:i> 

l^.A- CvKCiV M’Aia/. 

I>ns 




S» ' i: N I : — S r /'•!>/• •s'i ( tJ uri tt<j the Ftrnt^ 
f^ni'f'roii i '*/ durinff the 

in the Fuorili, . 


ip$ 


ACTl. 





.S« i:ni: 1 .-* Urr.vNA, x\»n Cari/is— ; 

jVf* /A/. Iho un<( divt^ thr 
/V ►'<// ft /'//*< lif It rA A hynjck t 9 

S/.^ fiikfnis. A eecowi hwdk a 

Duenna. ’rii;it step upon the secret 
So sodii I 

I c-uiiic. D<^'ul morrow, (lavalier* 

Filter I)OK CARlk^ 

Dnauin. Xor you, Ileriiani ! Murder^' 

Of tliievv., of hre! 

Don Can’^:' f * her arm). ' 

Two words mot^e ftnd |r^'J|i 
I-i this the house of Donna Sol, the dalPQ4$ 

Who. viihlin.: to an aiiiorous uncle's flamSt V&A 
Jcaloiw aii'l (>M. accepts Pastrana’s name ' 

And ducallinnours? I f report speaks trutti, :■ 
The aliiaiiccl lady loves a beardless youth, 

And secs by night, whose shades such meetings coTer, 


vic roJx HUGO, 


To her old lover's beard, her beardless lover ; 

Is'ttriiel (She is silent^ lie shales her arm.) 

V:. V, ; Yottll bav/> the goodness to reply. 

then I thought I was to die. 

I want but one. Yes — No. Choose from the two. 

‘ 'Yee. . Why? 

■ ' What’s that to you ? 
is she free i 

- , ' 

waits the young 1 


Death to me. 


JL/t;aLU lu mu. 

Uie place where met the two 1 




Whyl 

What’s that to you 1 




What’s that to you 1 

'adc^ger and showing a purse), 

purse to choose. 

The devil I 

, ' Then enter and be still. 

'' ''%^PSyy < ' (Opens a recess in the wall.) 

. Vnlo the nem). This box ? 

Oh, if you will not, hence. 

P(^ IjSflrtoi (Mking 6act as he mters), I will. 

Is thi% )>y;^hanoe, the stable where you hide 
The brooihistiok which at night you love to ride 1 (Gets in.) 
'Duenna (das^nng her hands), A man ! 



//£A^V.‘/A7. 


Dim Curl os. Your mistress doubtless waits to bear 

A ft'imilo fuolstop? 

OuDDut. Hors salutes my . 

Quick, sliut tijo door. 1 hear the 
Don Cnrlhs (from xcithin), 

Damn't. Wlto can this man be1 
Through the wiioio house, they sUiiubST 
Well, ouo is near to whom belongs 
'llio ailair. Who wears a sword can 


'rij(‘ .stniiiir -r was no robber after alL 


Enter 'D 0 NN 4 


J)u},ni( Sol, Ju.se fu ! . ":J 

,' ^ 'i 

J)m unn. Yes. -'M-- ^ 

DtnvP’ .?«/. I £€«r'l^,||jff 

Hern. mi should he hero. He momitil 
Ope ere he knocks. Quick, to your post t 


Enter 

Ifcrnani! ^ 

Ilrr.mnL Tis your form which meefi 
At last. >"i‘ur accents which to mine 
Ah, why must fate my days from yours 4fTOjl^| 

I need you, tu fur;;et the world beside, ^ vr-r 

Doiuia Sul. Alas ! J^our cloak is droftdkil' 

Jlr'nwni. 1 kmuv not. 


Douno Sul. You are frozen. 

JlanianL For my pU|^t . v 

I care not. : * 

Donna Sol. Quit thi.s mantle. . 

Henui n L Dearest* sajV’/^;; 

When slumber wilc.s your hours of night awa® . , 

When calm, and fuire, and innocent, it bida^ . /V^ 
Half-ope that iiu«uth and close those drooping Ilds^ 
Docs not some angel in thy dreaming ear 
Whisper, to tell thee Low intensely dear, 


For my plight . , 



rif/OA Hi GO. 


How madlj prized, to one those charms must be — 

The wretch the exile, and the outcast — me 1 
thm/mSol. Oh, you aso late to-night. But tell uio tiue, 

A.re ytm not oltiUed f 

Mmnumi, I bum when near to you. 

AhM i when Jenlmhl (MifdoD fires the brain, 

Aim) •well* thaheWMb with its stormy ti.un, 

VVbat caa tb* t«M|(i{iMts of tiic sky 
To aid that atoftti of jtont and bram supply ? 
jXmna Sef dvak). I’ll t.ike this ih ik a>i<l 1 


UfTHmit. 
The laattJittl' 
Tried 
Your 

IsabMinll^ 


Tlio hr V‘ u III n 


ilk many » fiay 
utwe may t ike asiay. 
jb# of the ducal hue, 


hour is love's and thine, 
alone. Tet all that hour can ,>ive, 
fi'or «odl4 die, or liish to live j 

Tho twt or to forget 

That tihat e’er we met 

' M0 is absent, thanks to fate. 

UkOja t|^ at a miser’s gate, 

1 eut^n^k b^uile 

The doti^ ot’jih«l|lleottits and your smile. 

And I WA hlsAjlfid f and he will grudge the fiour 
Of blisB» and tt»«owhen ho has the power 
ilpNiHt Stt* )3a eajhn. Josefa, take this cloak away. 

' fTo A^proaeb. 

^ Tlie Duke is really absent ? .S 

' Jfmtkt Sot, MtfW tall jtm an I 
Metntmi. * Where is he 1 

Jktim Sot. De 11 cst , ch H ,se 

Some otW subject 

JlferMONd I cannot refuse 

To think Of him. He loves you, for bis bhss 
Would wed yon, and has snatched a ]iii\ile<.i.d Kiss. 


Ukajat^^ 
1 eut^ffu^k h»ii 



hhkNANI 


Sonic cthci vul jtct ’ 

D nnt N ^ At)(l that ki8$ mqpirwi 

Mi^tiii's^ \u uikIo kiss • almost a tut’s t 

if in V 1 \ti s Imslumla, of yotup 
\ii M ii lilt ji ildus lonl that is to bd. 

I Ik 1 ^ a I s ) ni \shosc p\l led bead moitblllA 
In ill Mil n^' \M lkllt^s to his jouioey’a endi 
\ 1 1 1 I M'l iK A n Jifc bloiKi, b} hia aida^ v 
Si 11 ( less 1 1 1 m in ' luiisi' jilace i youthfollm^l 
\ii I > i', n ^ 1 \tli in jslt aiiaj prepare 
1 lu rl 1 I i.hti 1 h til i t > (Uim md ahave* « 

1 ii n 1 1 11 I 111 ]ii\ ] )\s, tho moddlor’a 
] I 11 ( IS iM 1 f 1 in i;rtvt to winch you 
W liir nul (s th s lu mstious mainajife? ^4X94 

I) n t } I hi} till me ’tie tho Kmg» \ 

Jfis f it 111 1 do mod nt oil m} sire to dio i t % 

'llu ti ut 1 > (k itU 1 hough > cars have r 
Still t » Ills ii^ il si ^ Ins \M«o, hw sou, 

\1^ h 1*0 IS fiish as if iht .iccoinit boj^Oli , ^ 

I his mil 1 t\\* H It M th mj infant bxeilill& 

His I sh )ul 1 < 1 1 1 m h»i m} father's dsatiL 
I\ 1 ^ I f ( 1 1 K I 1’ dit thee f II and wide ; 

Out dibt of ii ill is s^U unsitisfied ; 
hoi thii t\ \i irs ti ( j in Ill’s strife endured : 

( oul 1 th It 1 11 ^ Cl nti St h} tUir dc^th be euiwdf 
In \ iin th t ithcis dad, the sons survive^ * 

Pc Kt is ii ibi in but h itc iiid \oi3goaace thrive; 

'J liiiic, < iilos IS tht deed *Th at II that when 
I tiackul ti le, tliou lust sought mo m toy deh.* 

/> m)uf ^ / \ou fright me 

lA n tn I 1 must spoaky and; jpett tsm/t heat, 

Ilnurs ubicli ilmost iclucc myself to feans^ 

Listc 11 — L sin« f , the} j kdge 1 your youthful oharms 
'1 o ur I lou I unco , lUi} dt bih i\ arms* 

P isti mas duke, C istiU s ^ri iiidr c, he neighs 
Ing >ts and i ink agiiu-t his length of days : 


V 



i'jcy\>A‘ j/cviK 


Pearltt from tbo deep;, and red gold fruiu the lolno, 
Shall bo ^:4owcr ; no royal brow shall shine 
In more starred with gems than thine ; 

For^bltl^^ wealth, titles, and for pr'ulo, 

maj bo$at of, queens liave sighed— 
^poor, and own 

and unknown— 

!- i^e one day revealed, 

Bnnoath folds concealed, 

fate accord, 

And with m\ sword ; 

Bnt 1 wait inv hour, 

man B comnu^n dower. 
S«oh to set you free 

From him or follow me. 


ixsRociate hand, 

Whoso faangtnan s hand 
Are hhide, 

Eaoh nnrepaid — 

Suoh you knew tnc not — 

Wed in your lot ; 

Hunt^ ftt)m rock to plain. 

\yhcre'h^P^^T^^|i®w*’^y^ *ne from their nest, 

Amid grave, and free, 

obey the strain 

AnSJ ^ iTbu ttaiiHe, Lady. Think again. — 

To fyl^W me woods, and strounis; 

My ecKlimrikdea like the demons of your dream? ; 

All to au^ct, eye, voice, and step and sound— 
Quaff the rofigh torrent — sleep uj>ou the giound — 
E'en while dlaying infant hunger s call, 



/ij:a\vaa/. 


Sl;vri t'> th,' luu'iic i)f the whiiitliug ball. 

All this ' n luroii. see the traitor’s deatlt ;;; , 

us 1 saw niv sire's, the - 

Jj iuna S‘>K 1 Ibllow you. 

/A The Duke hiia wealtU 

No sjMii u]* 111 his iincui^o or his 
ilu'- power : cau otler with his haud 
■\Veilt!'., thu“<, rank. ‘ ' 

//woio No/. To-morrow 

Hi iii.rr. tiiink me not, alas! too bol4:;§« 

|)i'Mi*in '-r to whiehe’er Vm 
^Vil■^to\•r thoii art. I itiii thy slave. 

tie W til IV liiOVl Wiit.-^I fulloW, 

1 pjie i-> -■ V'Ui, atjil ti> HOC again, ’ " 

J'^aily Miul kite ro ftoe you. When 
Diet^ on my ear, my hcarfs pulse^ 

AVhen \eii tiro ahseiit 1 am a^bscot tOC^i 
Ihn wiien ti»e sou: I I long for 
Y-air step, he'k to IIl^^eif tli.it souud 
My>o]r, tiii‘1 I^"niuuhor that 1 live. 

'jLnvuu. Anir-l! 

Dunn i S-/. To morrow, micl night* 
r>:mc,ith niy winfl(>\r ; hrm my faith 

//' /. wni 

Ihtnnn >’o/. On wbatl I follow, andi . 

Him ini. Ni>, feeble woman! ameo, " 

My fate, my fortunes, I must now dooWo 
My utmost do'itiiiy to one so true. ' ' 

Know' that the bandit is an exile too. , ,, 

Don Carton (burHu^fnm ' 

I cannot lirstcu till this tale l>o done, 

And in a cloth cs-pres'i I Has it long to ^ 

(IlEiiN'aVi in finU>nM,ment DoatKa Sot taken refuge 

in kin arwM, fixing Aer eytn on DoK Cablos.) 

Ihrnani (hU li/itids on his swof'd). What man is this? 
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VICTOR HUGO. 


Doma iSf«^ Help ! mercy ! 
ifeme^p Check tlmt cry, 

glance Aany a jealous eye. 
Vfbi^^’^0iau TOm whato’er befall, 


’ aid thimlalae to call. 


(To C.wit.os. 



By wi 

‘Dm 
Yq« ibvo i 
To dome 
Beflectod 
*Tis w^- 
Who%. 
latilai 

m 
By whtttj 

Deft 

s«y» 

Suoh 
Sheawt^; 
Tbisw 
Taken 
Hide, 111 
1 iiieatd 




to nmiise, 

[;yithout my kIiocs. 

joins an insult to n jest 
vith the rest. 

fair sir. To speak my mi ml — 
jpastime fmd 
mire alone, 
eyOs, yotir own. 

|sid would know 
wbilo below 

I doubt 
Boon go out. 

,«ee. I otVer her my flame, 
that gentle dame 
rss I discover, 
one poor lover. 

In disguiso, 
irise ; 

BtiSing nest 
1 did my beat, 
doublet now * 

on. 


fiU'you win. 

JE^jiii^iijYfNRei Mi miiari). On guard Uien I 
Madxaim! 

Dm Bady, pray be still. 

Dertumi, 'Bftll me your name. 

Dm Carhs. Disclose me first your own. 



prA.\ \M 


Ilnmnn I stoit* tli it sociot up for OHO alouo— 

For him who one d«u in his heart abal^oal| 

J’riue to the hcurath my kneOi 

Viid, wntli n„ in hji> n^oii%, ahall heat \ 

Ihit nuu< of Mnji;< uiie thuudcr^d 

1> tli I hat other’s tiamOi thahf 

11 )n un, ( lo'^o wo tht dclute, '' ^ 

I)fni\uuis<H 
(Hit j t/o'ix wmdh Donka 
hn cl 8 ate heard 

]) nn* S if) ’JhesTito! tho Mta t . 

II nutni ^^ ho kiiofks thust ^ 

Ijit* ntt i (t Hit / m f). One w e little 

1) nn t Tilt Duke hero ' Raiq 

I>u fini (It hnf atauiui fier), iif 

Tlu} have < njsud >)\vo}(ls < fine doip|^^jyj||^H|^|gy 
Vot it tin t if h iuf Opou the door 
11 ; H xn ( •<' >/>/ f( f (he Dwtina)^ I^t 

I>u HH I ( * d H ut h I Ur l$J. St 


f-f 

Ai? »<»• 


..Im otu 


'(|99W) 


JTinin Qii ck, K US liido. \ -./“Lit, 

Whu.l 

Un I >/ 't iicrc juu bid before ; “ * 

’Ittill' n iw ^ 

I) I ( III * 111 inks , pothapa it toKft tetAtMtp *''' 

// mill I h n ll.v this way. 

J) 111 (Jmh b’cxHl cmi ly. I stay hei«. , ** ^ 

lU I mini Di. ith ot uiy body ! you «hiiU ptf Idlil* dear, 

(To Do\s V Sot 

AMiat, iflfi.;ht it? 

J)/n Cat! » Uu Duffina). Open and stand by. 

Ill main tMutsushet 

Don Cation (t ' Dun) no) 0[>en, do jou hcai I 



V/CrOK HUGO, 


Domta SoL ^ I ^lic. 

GohE2 DE Silva, and valeU with torches, 
wHh mj niece, and at this hour of ni;,dit ! 


i$ one for noiae and light. 

. ■..■ :’V;. 






Their men as true, 

Iti ^the love they felt. 

for\ho.se 

Who. men rc]>ose, 

^^\Vltb nights shade. 

1 0kj: baves as those 

ik4lfd;Vfldt t|^|li^^^^^P^iu}uenng blade 

V'ould degrade. 

I say, 


(I'o Donna Soi,. 

mts are three, 
l^^lb^nting me. 

;■ ' . (To th*^ ifoun^f men. 

hK^ young cavaliers ? 

of bye-gone years, 

.f bde to wage, 

SiHng age : 


of younger birth, 

^ 1^ and |£hi to make your mirth ? 

m, mock my^ age, and at the sight 

hairs forget Zamora’s fight 
yo» i^iall not laugh. 

Duke — 

Ruy. Ton must hear ; 
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VICTOR HUGO. 


Dm Toong men, } ou mock me still. 

The Xhf i 

' The Sincere ! 

Carlos of Castile ! 

uy name, sir. Comes, are you road ? 



Hkr tame; 


ig* Good or bad, 
jk haste to tell 
so well, 
to debate, 
is great. 

; li(DoN Rur tUsmmn his tiitendant<i.) 
so long to lot me in ? 
when you come with such a diii ? 
of the crown, 
them through the^own ? 
sir, the appearance — 

Say no more. 

must deplore 

to lose a friend. * 

^thS vacant sceptre ? 

; Two contend ; 


these bo found ? 
Heaven defend, aspire 

desire. 

litmk yonr royal father held 
In Aust^.f nncompeli'd, 

Witt mnha lineage good, 

And In you ihA ties of blood. 

Ahutgess, too, of Ghent* 

/)on While others diCi • 

Sole witness I remain of years gone by. 

1 knew your uncle once ; but since wo met, 




nrKNAXJ. 


in 


Liki Ma\ niiluui, a sun lias sot. 

Di)) ( (////«. Kume is for mo ^ 

Ji m Ji'ui, In truth, that bUlkd bml^lM 

1 IiL ul 1 (n 1 1 inu, l»oJv*8 fXiWcrful frttcM 
J) in < n / s T lub Tianus is a gaUi«t4fMSi|^ki» 

\o iiist nit I * lll^ t me btfoio he wuMii, ^ 

\ In tni UK II la ho II it his own dotnaitull^ 

Ah ' 1 Ul iht ] ri’c IS fxri it ami siortb the plMf 
\iid \i ^ uh t <.h UM 0 1 The colden bull 
r ) ^ti lui 1 liko hiinsi If, the glmottS prisa ; 

J) i liv Mi^ht not that rule eveludaa 
J) f f 1 IhlU'Css of (rhoilt^ 

Dirt iiuu ilm last campau^n 
11 1 'j in i h K 1)4 iiKih 

J) I < i ! ^ M\ c t,jrlc <rvst 
M i\ s] K id i^s wuiL^H to VI ir above tbe 
Fur I I ludi l^ 1 (kpait 1 go a king, ^ 

lUtuin in (MiiHioi Trust mo, Frane# 

Ml 4 1^ Its to In r ai 1, and I must strain 
M\ oirn hist ikim the fou most step tb 

V n huy J f) dist int n giuus you Usmsto 3BW«|KJ 
And Ji i\c ^oM \t »4on the bandit’s pwy* 

]) >n I at hi 1) \tc()s 1 x 18 charge to (40fe 

fit I IiKV Nn I will then chief obey llukt 

/> t i III <• 'Hull chief, mhoishe! ? i 'Jc i' 

I> Jim/ No one Itaw Itii ^ 

I'.iif u iiiv I St ml) exploit stamps hw 
I> I ( / > Oalhcii huhiOiim aow; 

[1 M iMi of hoi lifts fium their oorthena Itifan C 
j> , 1,1 ' 1 h< M the report! were fake 'dbklkii;^l^{|>i|fa sear 

1 h s 1 1 If t* 1 • 

Dn fallow Ihfj were To sbo» how Snldbl tflW* 

1 i ii ji III ,;uest to iiubt, Sir. 

It I llm, On my hne« 

1 th ink jour Highness 

It mt SA ( «'( h Ul III rnam) MMnight ; signals three. 
Uiin nt {asidf to her) Y’t«, without fail , and with my band. 



VIC J OR HUGO. 


Don {iuuk). 


His baud ! 


^ . (7 ;. IK^nnaSou 

xue to propose my hand. 

iumduet!$ Donna Soi^ to the door ; she fjo*'s As 


‘ llW {Taking H ms \ n i a part). 

'‘‘' will shin^ 

muMsed with mine, 
yont' ^tay 

'■ itebeB 1 Tl^ jji^^^^ l^^iaotflot yonr Hight. 

Qm 'tibfa place tivnight. 

' Bon Carlos, aiu/ iiitenz/'infi.) 

$aite. King C’aklos! yut> ajioak true. 

thy race. 




..t^ 


forget. 

I^^^siido prevail, 

hatred's scale, 
was the word ; 


or lord, 

— tho tribo that run, 

8RU ; 

^ e shall be 

me. 

tltkWiKkkd p|a>nh^ still, 
sddc^ these grandees of Castile — 
Some hedging from the neck tlicir joy ; 

1 risk no nook of mine for such a toy. 

Tliy spirit^a breath, the blootl-drops from thy veins, 



Are all T ask— ^lio rest my soul disdaiOAi 
Away ! I follow. Vengeance, ever 
Speaks busy words of warning in mjr i||;J fy 
Noiseless my step, no sound betr&ys 
Wlii(‘h follows close on thy devoted 
Curios ! by day thou shalt not tnm ttgr* 

But mine sbalt meet thy giize, pale W 
Carlos.' tl.MM sbiill not raise thy c^^eii by illipiL 
Ibit mine shall blast them with their 



ACT n: i 

-- 

Soii.vi: I. -da rrrurt. On the 
trifh ♦/ 4o/' 07iy ; on (he rif/ht, 

4Ui tK't’OfooioJ! iy/ht 111 the 

Kntfv Don C.ujJ.o^ 

lliCAUiK), tmtpptd in h 

T)‘>n C'trliifi. ’riiis is tbt! place. 

Yot ill lii*r lattii-i'- ull l-eside ore 
All but th»! one in which I wieli, in 
'l\i see her taper. 

Iti.n y.-in^Ii'z. I-iGt us 8pe»lc:l^^ 

Of that wiiiic traitor who deserved to die. 

And yet your llichncf.s buffered him ** 

And Uicr. by ch(;at the hangman. f 
Ihm €<irh>i>. As you wy.' ■ 

D m M.aybc the liandH'k 

Don O'rlot. Perhaps be «*JV' 

Their chief or not, no lender e’er was eeeB*J||?| 

Xo king, of pr'Uidcr gait or lordlier 

Don yiwhtz. Ilisnainel ''. AA*'' ' 

Don Cariof. Kr— cr~ some nsfflid srhlcB'ends m ». 

Doll Sanrli. Pcrliap.s Hemani 1 
Don OuyloK ^ 



ncTOK HUGO. 


Don Stmdm, Tis he ! * 

„ Tis be 1 

l^JSka^lu. And can your Highness what he said recall 1 
. looking «p at the triiulow). How iu that 

could It Not at all. 

i$iinel<2. But why release him, w'ith such power to strike ? 
Ctuiat. you question me, which I disl.kc ; 


w^ich makes the strife ; 
hts life. 

a liii^'eving gait 


Mi 

' t' 

OI<i Time^ 


mine the bride. 

; ! 

■ '.v.;-'lfK© comes, one thrust;— 
lajr tbelierD in the dust, 
bleediog, I eball seixe the fair, 

And carqf offf Thus we dispose the pair. 

And yot't^ man is brave : so thrust with skill, 
Give him enough to quiet, not to kill 


IIP^IO those who wait ! 
stop is fleet. 

(T/ie last lif/ht u e.rfin;7Ui‘sIie»f.) 

rules the street. 

(Turning to Donxa Sol’s wituhiv.) 

yon be bright 1 
^M|:dfe8ipate the night. 

’ ^will soon, 
must proceed 
^p^'^vent the deed. 

light appears in Donna Soi/s whvh^ir,) 
the glass but now. 

^mpii|';ihe moun tain’s brow 
us make her hear 
the fair may fear 
retire aside, 
shall wo divide 
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{The L‘n\h tit\<perse,. When ihey are ff(m$ 3>ox Carlois f7rtjr>« hh 
lotn'U time timn. At dut third ^ O^Xiite, afui 

Donna Sul apj>fars at (he h(de0ng^)<j; 

Ihiftfi t .V**/ {on the floroA^ll 'h 

]h>ii I am lost 

Donna Sol. I corno. 

{She doitisi the ivin<hur^ mul 

a li?/iji tn her hand, j^osr 
f orards htr ; DoNXA Sot dtOpli 
Oh riouAMTiH I allot lier’rt stop; 

D'.n Carfo^ {df tamm^ her). Lady-^*^' 

Jh^nna Sot, That voipa''toi9^^^ 

llni Oirlos. Can 

Lo.s'i amorous Ilian the one you wish 
That vo'rc ib but ti lover H aud a king^at 

Don C<irlo<. Command him* 

]fis iioalth, his crown, liis 
'rhe Kini; coiumrintls, I ^ Carlos is 
Donna Sot, liernam, help I 

Don ('artui, • 

The hand iS not a bandit’s who detains f 
Donna SoL The bandit is yourselC 
Docs ir not blush as mine for you doos.n^Hl^^g 
Are those the exploits which enbauca 
At inidnijht to invade a lady’s famet , 

YieM to the bandit, king; if men 
N(*t as tiicir birth, but ;is their virtues 
Their sejMrate rank — if honour drew 
His were the scc‘])tre, and the poniard th 
Doji Cartof^. Madam— '■ " 

Donna Sol. My father’s 

Ho was a count. ^ ' I 

Don Carlos, He W'as ; and I (»ii !«&■ 1, ^ 

On that fair brow a ducal coronet. ; ' 

Donna Sol. Hence, Carlos There is nought between us two— 
My aged father shed his blood for you, 
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And jcalou« of that blood, bis daughter's jji i.lc 
Tho not to the bride. 

Come, bright attraction, then, luy IhrotK^ to bharc 

em|iro88. 

Ko* I the snare. 

- W"-- were you apart, 



Toahiife 
I^rfTAtKm;' 
.pjfrfwi] 
Hia y 

2W 



ll^ladly I withdraw 

and the world's law, 
'er he goes — 
pursuit of foes ; 
alone, 

to a throne. 


lyonr law through Spain puriuo,, ? 
|iknd is beloved again. 

I his lot. 

- 

|tl love you not. 

j:)0A%*ioUfice), What matters, then? 
Lord, beware ! 
f what you are. 
ity swells tlic throng 
I obambers files along ; 

''title, or their name, 

|r:fiad a mutual flame. 

got from Heaven 1 
i were given, 
r^n kingdoms more : 
i llldies* golden shore — 

|ibfi its breast 
^ to rest, 

ii^ would tear his bride, 

His jpe^^ from Hemaui's side. 

^ herself on her knees h^fure A?«?.] 

Don CfieiySk Til hear no more. Forego to strive iu vain, 

My indies are all yours. Til give my JSpain 


lie 




//JiSXAXJ. 


To win that hand ! * 

[.y/tV/ keeping hu &>iW Jjjf 
Donna Sol {matches the dagger from 
to grant., 

Tliis poniard is the only gift I tvalit. 

Advance one ^tep, I kill layaell aud Jo^au 
Help ! 

Don Silonodl 

Donna S^pL Help! the deod 

Don Ca}lo,<. \iin tn0e with 

1 have three friends can force you tO 
Dnirr HkU!^ANI 

lit man I {ajpmrittg Odiiud the 
who will pursue 

Your inuoh closer than ihetie 
{The lung turns round an^t 

h iin , 1) 0 N N A S< u> rushes inUs 

Donna. ,<tfl, Jlernani, ^aro 

IJcrnani Ne fear. » 

Don Carlos, Monterey !-«Are 
Ih>\v could th<;V let this chief of 

JCnotni. Ail at iny luerey Kc, ' 

Kx]ject no succour from their powerlo«»,^g|^^ 

M'ith sixty hrindit-> 1 can match your 

Kacli t»l' the sixty wt>rih the three 

The (pnirrcl now leTnains between U8 

With vi*)lcn: hand to force a lady’s 

AVas not a s\i‘'C mans <iccd, King of 

it was a coward's ! 

Don Cari,,<, Can I fsloop «0 low ^ 

A bandit’s taunt to answer? 

Jlernani. Well I know 

*' 

J!y rjiiik ; but iiihult j'>ineJ to injni7bfilip;^.« 
The subjects to a level with their king’s. 

Know ye the man before whose haughty «brow 
Your own must «]uail, whose grasp detains ye now 


' have 
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My father euned e traitor's doom from thine — 
I bo^ Jfc, yoltogniced my name and line — 
I fa|^ my love you cross my path — 

1 bi^^^Bate ye trith a rival’s wrath : 

eventfi^ hits had found repose — 

. W wil or fret, 

' -'t'iibht yon set : 

' Poweriem^^^B^lMj^ed and at bay, 


■ Pewerl ^^ 


StriH'J 

Y<^ 


Dmi 




P ^on me? Awivy ! 

)ble rank will raise the sword 
00 from their Lord ; 
blood shall spill. 

(Draws his mvnl. 
r sovereign; kill, 

but yesternight. 

^M j^y^yonr nsroo I knew not, and my own 
both are known. 

King, tOMiay. 

murder mo, you may. 

ip^jiik.iike U9, can names be sacred made 1 


. t)QN CaUJ-QS hi 


. CauJ-QS him ) 

your cut-throat bands 

' rapine o'er my lands ; 

allowed to start 
victor s part 1 
deign to save our lives, 

Witli bur ^d swords to cross your butcher knives 1 


Your orjll^ pUr^e ye, them how ye will. 
Duels witih j^nt Assassin ! strike, and kill. 
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(IIeun\xi gloomily fingeri th€ hilt 0fhi$ 


w a moment . 


then ixk^'ning ^iMenly iowdnSk iht 


mimw 


ng^unst tJf /*civcmenL) 

}[> nuni {, 1 )i.*i)art. W e meet 

Or. fa iivr trrms. 

J)>^n i'ar/o». *Tis well 
The jixlire, the fiseal^ and the bai30r^|| 
Kre iii/iit return, may have their 
Then .shall you feel my vengeaaO0,|® 
J/ern'Uii. Venjjreancc is la0W5i|^ 

/h»/i r^f/Z-AV. Oh, that anch 
Jl^rnnni, Keniember, tbouaiJt^ 
'rhe future {‘n>ar of a subject land^ 

Is suiali anJ wii.ik, aiid trcmbling'^^ 

Ami 1 ra'aViUsh, if close thatbarulr 
'rhe eagle’s eg^^ in its imperial 

Don Cjrin?, Do BO. '20' 

ihnumL Away ^ Andforyb^ 

F rum rovers of my bto>d, thia 

(/A* OtTom his cloak owr 
No vongoauco-bhull anticipate my 
Auay • 1 keep thee for Djyaelf 
Dnnna Sol. Now let us fly. : 
Ihniani. TliC task befits thee 
To gather firmness as the tempests 
Ar. ill 1x1 me Mill, companion, wife, dxM, 

'J*(j cling in foiid endurance to the lNC^fe 
'Tis wortliv U' that firm and truBtiHgQ^^ 
Ih.jt, hcu\ jn above ! for mo to play 
'1\> drag her on, without regret or 
My time is past, the scaffold froirnft tM3|0 
Dunm Sol. How say you I j 

Ihmani. This great 

M ill hCck his life by whom his own was 
He llicft. Already at his jialacc-gatas 
Ho calls aruund tlic minions of his state-^ 
His guaids, his lords, his hangmen. 



X 





/ 7 r 7 «’/v* //rco. 


'sonnaSol. * Thou wilt die. 

Despatch I leflpttieh! Together let us fly. 

t Uo.! that hour is past for tliglit. 

tby beauty met tny sight, 

I tov^ which bade mo live, 

Wbaf ■miwi'y had to give— 

mountain. Bolder grown, 

' shown, 


the forest shade, 
greenwood glnde, 

^^^^''teserved for me. 




Yes, and east, 

forfeit head. 

G?T"'ume 

'alone. 

<m the tht'eshold). TTou fly mol vaa 

AD at y ey^' ^ repulsed at last I 

Can hefotwidlh f braved my fate, deny 


EveD.i4fSM 

. In ahanm'jP^ 
Yes, 

HuTO nai^^ 
Ev'n-ft^'^w 
HaTfrfflwa^® 



HF.KXAX/. 


All that — tliO with hihi to 

Hi / ihiu i. lViiii.sliv;‘l — proiiCTibcd— -com 
Ihjrna S' /, 

I'lv^ratelMl, thiinklcss! 

You \\\Ai It. T.ct me seek these arms, 

\'! i nli ti.i-M* arms ivleahc me, 1 rooti 
I’ \\K i «.iir f'.riuJK- and our fi 
S-t ‘/’.i This abo\e iue, bend thy all 
(>n niiij'*, airl !h.<-d mo with its daiaim 
Sixak. uii'i aiehatit ino. Dcaivst, isft; 

'['n 1' and sec the loved one at thy 
d im- to l.c twv» whole not u third ia 
d'.« liio air, while others 

llw *>\\ ifiv hr MU, let my repose hl^fodj 

M\ Ins., ',:v h-auty! [77ie $mndi0 

h> '.,0? ififinh/). 

ill \y\t th.Mi the lucsnil 

Ih,H>f>o\ Tisonr^i 

Au l ih- '0 aie notes of bridal joy, wHiafcj 
di] iii*‘ tr;.'hl itivexo. 

h ... Uise I fly I . 

Likt* -add<*u tliiv. 

Jlnvint. The nm; 

( ''iHio to the-e arms. 

[^Enltr Til\ 
My lord ! my lord! 
Ma-ur-. h:.- force ; whole squadronm 
Alo - « iy ui I iic place. 



l>eat.li to tliC chief ! 

JJt*'n>ifn\ Thy sword ! the chief^' 

Adieu, ih^n! ' 

fh.nfi't Sul. By the fly. 

Adi'-u ! Ih n.(u»ber, if yon fall, I die. ^ ' 

Utrnani. Une kiss. 


ihoni. 
ti^oU^k Bou 
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r/cruA jii CO. 


Willi all a briUcgroom*s love, a father prlile, 

I lovd A hundred ways beside ; 

I love tev^ tfae''flowors->tho .skies— 

enciiautin^ dyes ; 
so free, 


brdw, I see. 




■■■L« 




and I the exainj^lc ^-ive 

’'• • I luuat chide 








they of tlic band 

Of hf:^^bbeA)m^^ the laud 

with,i^^l£i^^ar?to<^V : 

'’'*fe;'; , ' Their end is near. 

Dtmafi^ (wide). Heavens : 

/>n«.’S?'^. ; IIow say yoti ? 

They have fled. 



IIEKXAXI. 


'fi.i* niinuur has it that ihe chief is dead— 

If iim!, a ^hu^]^alld crowns are on hia head; 
rii-.- hinistlf pursues him if he ^ 
S J (aside). And without 

\\\’ in.i\ r. joioo, iny fair ouo ; quicks 
* '.at i’« •! 111. A doui'lc festival to-day/ 

>. aii,l tljy joy should be 
1 j» ■[ white. 

/' ,tn r .'V./ {ftsi'h). Say rather m 
/>>f /iff*/ if j ihe Take het'j 

jM'j j-iiinc 

r»i!,ht a. Our liady's iniafre in ite il 
'rill , lii.mks to her dark eves, and 
Ih r < har; i;N cth.-ill force a Otl hii- 

\ ] /..:i ihi ' --that rciuinds me — I am 
.\dinit liiiii, <]uick !<-thc ono that WlUt^: 

wnaiij, 

AV. / IlKr<N\^Ni 

/A roani, do all beneath tbil 
’W’cif.irc uiid peace ! 

Rift/, The same i 




Yes. 



Then 


lluniour of a fiat:/"3 

With the routed 
J know not. 


/A rri<in^ 

J/>/f Rffjf. 

Led by Ar-iullas? 

IJ(‘, iin.ii, 

Uic, 

D.n /A/y. 

/A,v.w. 

/>•->/ Ray. Ho who holds 

Kii'iuVt 1 1 . Oil his fate ? Ilernani’sl 

J/t'nifi/ii, 

Don Ruv. Thou know’st him not? For'utSi^ then shall l:?e 
The thoiif-ai.d crowns, hi.s forf;?it head shall bring 
This huitr impuni^lied rthel to his king; 

And if t'jward.s Madrid your steps 3'ou bend, 




y/CTOA^ HUGO. 


You yet majf $ee the Imngman make his end. 
4o ifi^ go there. 

He i$ doomed to die. 






Let him try, 
tht 

S?t.“y Lord, it leads me now 






m 


I 


t ' >r' n-JAf-r/ 


11 ^ a TOW. 
To the lost 


;'u 




%M: 










1-/ v^.i'*’'?.A/';. 


l-Afe-a 




who faints, 
loathe Saints, 
no desire 
Ire t 

||^4he altar torches shine 
shrine ; 

with fitful flame 

^T friend. Y our nam c ? 
spare 

lir^ld not declare ; 
lolalm the right 




mrl 




^11;'.' 


. w» ^ 










with Po<7e», ValeU <ind Ladies; 
Oft d nmhion, a ca^^et of diamonds, which 
an the table* Hsrnani, th%mder struck, gazes 

Dm Coitae, kneel to mg Madonna : for to-day 
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Slio sliofivs good fortimo round ou all ^ 

No ring, my careless bride ? No mi 
Il^rnani {in a voice of ihtmder)*^ 
tboiUNand crowns paid dowtil - 

(/A h'ar^ 

1 am ilerriani ! « 

Suf. Heavens !' 

JJtrnani. ' 

I am the loan your bloodliounds 
1 t)\\!i no <•■. turnon title, bufc am ■] 

'I'o sjcali Hi'rnani's dreaded uamo 
The convict ! *rako this forfeit hoaS^ljl^^P 
More than your marriage feast shall 
Tiiiid me I — Ilut no, Twerc useless f 
Ts round nu? wliiuh 1 cannot break. j 
I>oH Jivfj, 

My guest i>s mad. 

lit man /. A pnco is Ott htfivf 

Dunna No/, Oh ! heed him not.. . 

//ernani. What 1 h 

Don Jly*/. \ thousand crowns I 
My peoj-le may be tempted. 

Jfcr/iani, Why del 

Yield mo. 

Don Ruy, Be silent. 

Donna Sol {aside to HdiNANi). ^0*". 

This /naduess. ' 

Hem mi. I niust join the 

A bride, Lord Duke, w*aits me, as Wrill 
Not quite su fair as yours, but , 

Death! Do none stir? ' 

Donna Sol. Hernani I 

llermmi. A thousand crowns, my take 

A thousand crowns ! Come, gain It wbUe . 

Ilemcmbcr, riches make the slave a man. > 

You shrink ! 

Don Ruy. Some cause for shrinking may bo shown ; 






/J^A'XMV. 


Oh, 1 coiiltl watch thee, wore it but tmse 
'J'ho spot tliy footstep pressed, and ,ki«k 
I)>mna Sol. To think tlie 
'I'li.ir furee could bend, or misery / 

And narrow this free bosom to a / 

\V: t'lc ar:y innvje but thine own 
//. nifmi. Oh 1 'I blasphemed 
Tiio t>hjfv>t (if a madman^s 

I slit <u 111 discard the Avretch, who^-&fe|i^ w B ^S || 
i;f > ;Oid spirit from the 
A../W'/ Sf.L Oh, you hare ooas^ 

Arc thine. Then blame me not t 
’Tis for thy .sak(5 alone I wish to 
Dninin S*d. I shall not blame 
ilvnko'.ii Did and for me! 

. /A mmx i. Again you weep — aii^' 

Who ciUiM* those tears? You will 
And Mho niy depth of anguish can 
'fo SCO ilic to:ir-dro[) dim that eye, 

Is ;dl on Mliicli I loVc, and live to 
Oil ! h;i<l I ^rlds, these worlds 
Dttruio SiW You are my master,' 

Hi ronni OouM M*c but love too 
My fate to fioiish of that love's exeewsk-' 

Don an Sol. Thine, and for cver« 

Jit man I . Oh ! that my ])Oiiiard 
Doirna S'J. ironvon will he 
/A rnaxfl. Let It unite, if it refuse 
Come to these arms, I yield me to 

Enter Dox Roy 

Don Evy. And this is liosjiiiality's re^i^ljp 
And this the gne.st whose life I went to 
Fooli^h oil! man ! for this array thy power — 

Up drawbridge, bolt tlic ]iortal, man the tower 
Select a harness fit for age to wear. 






JIKKXAm. 


1 Ijve liiin. ^ 

Don Jiuy ifuriom). Woman, you ^ 

Don Rny. What noise was that t ^ 

Arlinis'sion for King Carlos and 

(l)uN iU'V If Of ft to 07ie of tlie 

.s^c/Y>^ fipriny, a wnouded door i5i -■ 

IJi man K 1 hold 


Jltninuf. 1 hold 

x\t your (If-posiil, and, to close 

(lit: ifttrrs the scerd door, DoN 
' rf:!»uifif'iii {t» natural 

Dotimt Sol. Oh, fciwire tliat life 
Page, 

My l.ord, the King, , -vll, 

{Entfr i)0N Carlos, followed hy 

Sol ion;n\< //'•r veil.) " 

Do}i Carlos. How comes it, CO«sm^„|Sp^^S 
That will'll your Sovereign seeks De 
Your h"I s are drawn, your archeni,^n;tl£^ra 
To hear iny hcrahl waste his breath 
I thfai^lit your sword >vaa rusting izi 
And lind t ready from that shcath'% 

*Tis suincAhar late to play this youthfdl ^^M 
Wear 1 ilie turban 1— Answer, do I 
From Moorish race? — ^ani I a Cbriatiad 
Carlos ? or do 1 bear a Pagan name, ^ 

Mahom, Boabdil, that I bear this sbamdt : :; , 

Don Ruy. My Lord — 

Don Carlos (to his attnidanU). Seize all the castle gates, and 
take 
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VlCrON IIL'GO, 


Aa4? ' 


The keys. Is tills the fashion you would wake 
Tbegliost.;<$f.<Iead rebellions, and renew 

Know WKing is waking too, 
pevtp^ to aiTest, 

tit mountala nest. 

Suva’s lino was over found 

I or to the around 
"feyors I raze. 

^fe{]^iion 6 hlnzo — 

hides him now ? 
duke, 'tis thou ! 


file head or thiiio must fall — 
id castle wall. 

shall bo content, 

you repent ; 

fAe most ancient of tic porir a i 

pmWs race, 

place 

Ij^nee for such honoured names. 
l^^koster of St, James 
Kaibs sustained 
LMok beneath. Uo gained 
^iSdfook, as legends tc II, 
iitom the InHiftil ; 

Motril, in war 

5w, 

Kott to him Juan stands, 

. hand was worth tlio hands 
Caspar, of Mondoga's line — 

Few nolfle st^s but chose to join with mine : 

Sandoval Bonietimea fears, and somes woos 
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Our sjuilos ; Mauriiiuez oiivies ; Lara sacs ; 

And AlomM>tre hates. Our ranks WO kuoWi v' 

Kjii^ arc but just above us — dukes 
Va.s<juoz, who kept for sixty years his 
(Iiv'iter than ho T pass. This 
Thi? was my sire’s — the j^reatost 
'I’iio hiS friend laid taken and 

\]var <.'sr««n. Whnt did my father 
lie WK'iit to seek him with throe hui 
lie eut in sumc an iinaj.v of Alvar, 
t’annln;:]y carved, and. dragged it to 
lie Yowi-.I a AH)W’ to yield no inch of 
I ■'mil that image of itself turned round ii. 
lie Ka' h»‘«l Alvar — he saved liim-^Mid 
\^^l^ old ht' Sdva’s, and his name was 
liny ( e-mez. 

/)' K I>rag me from his 

'i’he irai*or ! 

Dfoi, Uin/ \hn>i$ ilu Ktiitfio (he poTirii^ i 

<->T %i 
^u'j y(4?ir Highness does mo grace}' 

This, the hist portiait, bears my form and 
And y''ij would write this motto on its frame 

“ This sprung frc>rn tlio noblest and the.beC^i 
“ llerrayed his plighted faitli, and sold hie 
Don Cftrinfi (rfftriny tiomavhat iU^emicerUS^f 4 

1 sisall aii.'ite your house. StrungholdC;lik^^j|^Mi 
1 hate. v''"'' 

D'oi /i?7/. ’^'our Highness can aflTord tO' 

Your tanev. - ^ ’ ' 







Don, Carlnii. I shall raze its towers, ftndjS^S 
Their place with flax-seed. 

Don Ruy, Better that should grow, 

And mark and stain the desolated spot, 

Than falsehood s stain should be Do Sllva’9 lot ; ' ' 

Is it not true, sirs ? — I appeal to you. {Appealing to ifte portraits.) 
Don Carlos. His he^al i;s mine ; you promisedr— 



nc'/oj^ nr GO. 


Dm Ope of two— 




long indulgence out ; 

Explore each tower, cave, ami cell. 
3uiigeon keep.s a «t-crct well, 

weira uro Icvellctl to the plain, 
their tnaster slain, 


me his head, 








■ instead of one, then. 'Tis my will. 

m/, mshcs hetwetJi the Kh\n^ fh 

ults you censm’o flow, 

My cousin, I respecD 

Toitir and permit you to protect * 

Your oa^tle^S inmate. Sot yonrself at rest — 

Betray your sovereign, and defend your guest. 
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I take one hostage only from ^'our hall~ 
Yoar niece. 

Jhm Ruj/. One onljr f • , 

D<>}uia SuL Me ! 


Don Rio/. 




14 victor ! Boon a’ithout < 




The lieart to torture and the head 


Dun traitor , ' 

(TI(f Kiiuj approachen Donna Sol; 

Donnu SoK Save me ! — 

Mo or my uncle. Lot it fall on me» ‘ 

Don ("arios. 1 triumph 

This fair une to her senses must be br(!ttiiliSS|| L j- — 

(Dunna Sol. ;/o*'s to tt.c caskelf and 
it in her i/irdfe,) 

What hido'i she there 1 

Do,n)>i SV*/. A jewel which I priae^ - 
Don C>if'/us, Shew it. . 

Donna i^oL Another time, sir* 

(DuNNa .Soji f/ives k/'r hand to Don 

him; Don Kity, having stood iom^. 
c/riff, turns round rndderdy,) 

Don Rinj, KarLh and skies ! 

Since honour nor compassion (?an prevAllr 
Y'e tropliiod chambers, walls hung roniiid 
Y’e banners, seamed with tears of conflict, "1^^* 

And crush the ojjprcssur iu my father’s hatt I'* 

Leave me rny child, my last, my only goo<t' . 

Don Carlos. My prisoner then ! 

Don Ruy. Kespect De Silva's blood. 

(Going towards the concealed door^ he turns again to the j^ortraits.) 


'VIC 7 OR IIUCU, 


Hide me from these ! They stop me on iny patli ! 

{Atjaim he advances toimrds (fic secret door, iluii turn in j the 

You#itt1 

JDon'CitftM. Yea. 

to the n/mt fp. in:;. thn fnlU 

' Z>fl» easuage .your wntli. 

"pdA shall. 

honour live 


Boi. and attendnnfa. Ary .<io <i^ Ilf]! nre 
eiUHfrch^ mmsnres ihfm^ on/! hn/f^ thrtn on 
jnesses ihv i^errei i^ptltvu utfd tin 




Cm it be with frkd'.t 


Toollfutt 


we may not figlit. 

frightened ? Is your rank and .erado 
received, my blade 


'Tott cannot fly, 


die ! My life i owe to yon ; 

Sj^te 

ihM* alone then. Time runs fa>t 

Proti!6u^.je^]^^ 

Jl&nani. To you 1 make uiy last 

Ikn Sujf* Make it to Heaven. 

HerncmiL To thee, to thee, old man. 

Kill by vrhat mode you please — strike how you can — 
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l)ut do not, M'liilo the blow itn]»eiid3, deny 
Thf List solo boon — to see her ere I die. 

To see her! • 

y/t jh \ Let mo hear her 

At Iciist that voice but once, And emto 
You sh;il] be there ; I will not speak lW 
Tlmi -strike me as I listen* 

/>-/? Jiir/. Saints above I - \k 

Is ih:vt ivtrcat so deep that he baa heaii^^ 

Authiue* <d what was spoken? 

J/i ' ti'ifii. Not a 

/)' .1 A' >7/. To save yoiir life I ^w$ 

A ill my niece, to — 

//• ’>»,,///. Whomt 

/>. /» /«h/v. The King* , . 

J/^rufini The King ! He loves berl^ 

All >iic refused his prayer, ' 

Ah///. My horse I 

(Litln-r my vnv-.'alH for juu’suit ! 

/A Attend 1 , 

S!t>v. vt lin an^c is the surest to its end* */' ■ yc[ 

J .im y./ur | roperty; Ivut you may etill . 

Km[»I«*y ill'.' m:in yon have a right to V 

Tu grmit !iiy sh.v*’-; of’ vengeance were bat 
For this one boon I bow mo to the dast^ 

And kiss your feet. Wlicn he whom both 
Has died f ir ns, then I will die for you. ’ 

J)nn Ah///. Will y<ai submit a» now 
Hemani. I swear it . *rr 

Dmi litty. lly wliat oath ? 

llKi'fianL My father’s head^ 

Don Ruif. Will y/m remember thi.H SQn^e'IS|i^p| 
Hcrnani. Listen. Acce])t ibis horn. 

Whene’er it please you to exert your power^ 
AVhato’er the time or place, to name iny hour-^ 
Conic and bj welcome. Sound this horn, and then 
’Tis done. 
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Don, Bteg, Your hfiud. 


{Addixsihuf the Tear 

[Excuiil. 


ACT IV. 

,Sei^' in Aijc-la-ClMRelh. 

■Might. 

KtCABBO, wrapped in rh-ih. 

hm ** 

traitor-band 

■j .\ . ■•■■-- 'beneath this liand. 

)mda the appropriate stage 
atid faction’s rage ; 

'bl « catacomb, 

;^tcg||lltar on a tomb. 

^ "y with their kni vcs, 

1 — they stake their lives^ 
.'tbect sepulchral caves 
jT-Sfli# Journey to their graves 
ri^’lbo.lbaw oaves extend 

• ify lord, before they end 


' Meet, -to 
My 
For- 

Muid^’ 



m 

Fir" 

Dm 

TbSimM 


‘'^liSCoo distant to explore. 


^^namcs once mort?. 

'-Ootijs- 

The valiant Duke conspires aluue 


Beddniei 

Jte*. 


To '{ifi$l^^'^Pwi^:w thc'Gcriuau throne. 

'TellMi Oirou. 

Jliwi Otir Lady and Castile 1 

Revolts" tgainst his King f 

Dm IHcardo. Your royal will 

MTniin him a baron j and ’tis said he foimd 
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Y* ur sacred person ou forbidden gi*ound— 

His lady’s room. ^ 

Don Carlos. And muist ^ i 

His priv;ite wrong. 

/>o?i DirarAo. Next in the 

■ ■■ 

Va-tim*/, the bisliOjs eoines. , 

D'iU Carlos. Tis rather hops 

At 1< Ms^t. his reverence has no wife ^ 
i ):* tn rt veuge. The rest may welt be llfipiplly 
Oiir tiiue is short—' T have them on 
Ihui RCyir^o. There are two stiU 
Xew eonvL'rts h»)th — one youiig*^ tho 6th6|C|.l^ 
J>toi Carlos, Their names 1 * 

(Don UtCARDo 

Tlieira^e? '\Pl& 


l>nn Jltrardo, One twenty «;! tiie 
Sixty the next, ' 

Don Carlos, Both uselcas for 
’J\)o y<'iin,j.' juul old. No matted Am 'I 
Tile meets, but i» their choice 

And win'll ittixes the imperial crown, 

W I lilt si^^nal speaks iho election to the 
Jjon Jlinuffn, The cannon’s thunder ; 

Tx\o for Uio Frenchman — fur yotir,jHigbni^''3^^i 
J)on Carlos, d his is the hour the 
Gi\e me the key. Three cannon shots, 

(Don 

Don. Carlos (a/one). Great 

and the just! " ""‘'f 

I sue lur panlon to thy hallowed dust, ^ 

'i'hat human aims and passion’s voice pffSAi^l 
To pierc' the sacred silence of the tomb*' .v 
Sure ’tis .1 s'glit to fill and fire the breaal^' , ' ^ 

This Europe, thy creation and bequest; ' . 

This edifice, uj^ai who.-ic dizzy height 
d'wo mortiils ^i iud, to whr^e siqierinr might 
Suhmiz^sive moiiarchs bend. From sire to son 




- /#■! 

Both useless lor the$ w 
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In l»2y Btreiun all minor titles run ; 

Throne^ fieft, hereditary all, 

By blood, d^piiend, on fix’d eucccssors fall. 

But change affe^ these two alone, — 

Tim eoeptt^ ^ tlm throne, 

lliiie eWni^i and <Imb^ and motion, all reurcss 
The *» «» depress ; 

Heeven orer tr«t<*ful sway, 

to-day. 

A* tlie we find. 

Some a«|e^ji;Mp^j^*s .mysterious mind ; 

It grQWi[^a ^^ l^^i^i^-aa,-it ffl-ows itoparts 

TC tn Tain sii]>;>re.ss’t. 

If <moe.!^^i|^jj^^13oacUTC^ guest, 

enfranchised slave 

Qiwfoni i^ ' confronts the bravo ) 
Rormdj^j|i^P|^%iiathe8 thg,iiara’s hand, 

Or, with his hand, 

unwearied wings 

LooIi^-de^^||^p^l^tt.^'"head8 of kings. 

those mighty sounds 
wide earth grounds 
Heaven, which lends 

To theiie1»^jp^|^<^hdues aud bends 
Feojile . their throucs below 

A worhldUdin^mitl^^i' /One with fingers slow 
Unravels in twain : 

Thu8truih^4^‘lfei^;hi';ttfm their rights mr.intaiu. 
And,whe^|i^lfe:a^iii#'to «ght displayed, 
Pr^iahi«|4^ir:^i^)U»^ arrayed, 

t rth firtufi ;the ttiaai^e innermost recess 

cy ftdwi .the nations, while to gaze they press. 

The delegated powers of Heaven cvmfess. 

The Eifli>eror-^to attain that height — prevail 
O’er rivals, foes, succeed. Perhaps to fail. 

Thou dweller in this ton»b, thy empire’s sway 
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How blejjt, liow great, how glurii*ua in thy | 
Wider than now ; and yet this tomb is 
Is it to this such greatness must dooh^t 
Prince, EuiiuTor, King, those titles to i 
Kuroj>c to measure with colossal stride 5 . 

I\) jirove the liornian Emjoro not loo . 

To i'<]! tliy sl itue's j'edcstnl; to run ,, v; 

Pi M ic riic ( 'artJiairinian and the Hun '.'-‘-k 
In V. Jiiike glory’s race ; to wed the fame 
*>f great U'. is to :hino own baptismal nafXH^r^, 

(\‘-ar ;o d rharles the (ireat at onoe» ^ 

'ri)o ‘loom whh’h to such space confines 
Yt^-. .V . k The Umpire ; but survey the ceU'^ 

AVliicli h'lids an IhnpcruPs dust. Bid 
V'nsr tr.'.ai, and leave no barrier to bo past^ 

No .space unmeasured ; here to cud atlast i 
\Vl;;tt then i The Cucaar’s throne attracts ix^:|| 
Ambition whispers— reach and take; I wilV' 

Oh Hcavt n I Upon t' nt summit of eomIaaa 4 »^\!t 
Tiiat pinnacle, alone erect to stand, 

Kc\hIouo an<rccijtro of that su'ch, to 1 
S^>.tc^ rar.ged hem-ath lu order and degrbs p.' 

fi ll iiiv s.iudals prc.*»s the iicads of kings, \ 
Which si>Jl tran.siiiit the weight to bumUoT thb 
T<» all t)jc long gradations which exist ,, ' " 

In Kurupe's church, or on the temporal list 
Of her i-roc.d f-. iidal titles, and to scan, 
liccp roll’d ill shade beneath, the tide . 

That J'v.a, w]j ise ever- ceaseless ebb and flow ; ■ 

Cliah'^, murmurs, breaks n|>on the shore bcSw’*; 
Willi plaint and wailing, and at times a sonndH 
Of i>ittcr laughter from the deep profound. . 

Thnii pco])lc I Ocean, whose expansive breslst 
Each thing that falls, or floats on, wakes him reBt} 
MiiTor wliorc kings survey their faults alone, 

Of power to rock a tomb, but dash a throne 
To fragments. It were well for one, whoso car 
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Is filled wift thy de||» music, to druw near 
To tt«M ^^;feea«Ui of th;y power, and tell 
Thy linreoke of empire, which thy swell 

iloye.ipi|^i^ir| things which awhile were buoyed 
chafi^ it, and wore dcstroyci. 

, to heights like these to fly, 
bnmanity 

«s itaf tra Praeumptuous thing ! 

4lt)Ba|N>tW tbw too great— a king t 

'inBlsaiie he iqn^ttge iiiot (d Ignoble race, 

11^ with bis makes his soul keep jiaco : 

can endow 




Shade 
Me heit> 

Poiprf»^|y 

Some of " " 
ta 

mi 




Here let 
H; iia4 
Wm in 
Stx^lth 



:;^v Chariemagne/tis tln'u. 
i% aince Heaven has led 
#lth the dead 
wiadom Oh mpart 
thy suppliant's heail ; 
me see 

all to theo : 

[e, and tell 
i'll spell ; 

Hfhich gives thj counsel vent 
jef tiiy monument, 

Silent still 
tliy deeds, and fill 
iii^drjr, till I find, 
left liehiiul — 
guidance to the bind. 


" pi^ttrs the ley m ihn door of tU 

’ ■ ;V " Heavens ! if he should rise, 

And I^IIM uptm me with hie lifeless eves !— 

If thls^pi^hrd] cell disclose the de^id 
Kreetg {did walking with a measured tread ! — 

If I shonld miter there — ^to reappear 

The strong limb palsied, dark locks Manclied with fear ! 


he Ufihh.) 
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I brave it ‘ [yoisf. offooUtejps, 

Whence that noise ? Who dare mT%8e~ ’ 

Who but. myself, the rest of Bueh a sha^t . , ^ ' 

1 ba<l h>!‘p:ot — my rnunlorera seek 

I I/e. alters the Umlb^ 

Kn't r b* ra! of the CnKupiratar^^ j/QVffhotj 

hats; each tahrs the hemuj 


KV: 




Fivfit Canspirafft>\ — Who’s there! 

>■» c< 7;.'/ Cif)i . A F riciul. . '-'■ * ; ' 

Th 'r f Cov. The saints ilireci our way.’ ■ 

J'irsf Con, Tis well ; we all are gathered. 

Is r-oiiii'l ami oVr us — darkness the 

(77/^' C>oi,yo‘rators enit thcmselvee in a UgM 

their ioreh»*) 

Duke of (jotlui. Carlos of Spaiit my friet^^’ 

The* imperial purple* ■ ' 

Firet Con, Carlos seeW - 

Duke of Ootha (throws down ki$ ■ 

QnouHicd bo his lij^difc, as I now quettCh^'thft'BlSi^j;^ 

Ajid as this torch expires let him expire* ' * ' 

Fit\sf Con. How many daggers shsfl thoaei|il|sS^ . 

yit'-aid ('on. One arm, one blade^ One blow 
77/ irl Con, AVlio Ktri kca it f ' / , '' ' ^ 

First Con. All will— one 

r.ct u-i decide by lot, and pray — ' 

(The Con^plmfors write their nmms $n 

rJhd ujj the paper, throw it into ^ 

M.iy die elect have faith on high I ^ ‘ 

Strike a (Jentilc— like a Hebrew die! , : 

I.et him be fit to strive with fire and steel, % V 
S:n 2 at the stake, and laugh upon the wheel— 
llr-.g’icd alike to perish and to kill. (Drams nnamtfram the urn) 
All. What name? 

First Con. Hernani ! 

IJernani (appear mt/ from the n'owd). Fortune aids rny will ! 
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Aim of my »ni]» and object of my vow, 

Pursued. Bikd vm); BevcnKoJ 1 hold thee now. 

Daa to Btrnani). Grant me this office. 

No, upon my life, 

FortttW imd I hare been too long ut strife ; 

’'Fie'tbf &it ^e I learn her smiles to know. 

paA Svf. My kndii^ my fiwtune, for this single bh-w 1 
^ I vill net, . 

»Jhkt«fCtiiihii. iifBiA men! your arm might fiil. 

Pom Mvigi Awayt.^.*>**^ “od sinrit may jn evail 
Where the flesht^tBla i ^ge not by the sheath, 

Rusted and wotnji which lies beneath. 

( 7 '« IIn:Navi.) 

Remember, thiifti i^^ine, whose wish you scorn ; 

Grant me I return the horn. 

man, and what have I to pri/c 
In lifol Myflm^ blbodfor vengeance cries. 

No; I picfbrnW^iitf^wbuld’Bt thou i-estoro 
Her! ' 

Pun Buy, bom. 

Mo more, no more ; 

My chase is d<^|jYi3il!|sD^, leave me my prey. 

J^uyy man a-ho boai*s the pri/.o away. 

i'ifft C<jA' tery evening it were well — 

Pemnni l^w to do the work of liell 

WOiout a'tnWt , '' ' 

Fir*t Cm. ' i ■ l»at. treason fall 

tfpoo tl« traitor, and banms, all ! 

If this man' perish site ^ do the deed, 

We.<^maar fa turn todlin <w to surcoed 1 
Ak.'Wf9vmT. 

On what f 

«/ tie iUt of his ssvord). 

' ' ' ■ ; The cross I hold on high. 

All. Gnahrired and nnropentinir let him die. 

(.7%e dietnnt fotri'l of a eunnon-s/uit i$ hmrd : all ivn/'iin 
si/etif. Tht diior a/ the tomb vy:ns <oe/ I) n Cnrins up- 
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j tears vjmi thr thyeskaid — a shot is heard — and then 

a third . ) • ' ^ 

D ai Carlos. lUick, •^cntltnnen ! An i$ near I 

Yuur woivLs have re:u*lu)d a living Empe«)r^« ^ S 
{The Con.^pirators 

Silence :i:k 1 ni^^ht ! IIuw soon my v<Hce 

Ti»c .•jv.aiiii t>> the recesses of itss hive I ■ " ■ 

Strike, ifyo'itlare! an VA\\\iCTOv'Hhlooifiktii3X^^^^^.^^(^ 

V \...rl : an I'lnj cht’s breast invitee the 


Ib;T 1 '..' V y««m’ t‘*rcljch ^"learned with bloodj ■ 

:\\\ In./.ih hail (uu-nched Uie murderous ' 

\ ft h-t \.,ur tailiij;^ eyes in fear confess 

'i'lc'vl I eiiu kiii<l!o more than I suppress. ' • \'. - 
(//e sfrilf'S f/iC iron door with a iojf: 
dui/c suhterranmn passagu are 
siddirrs heariN[i torchrs and 

Mfuut now, iny falcons ; mount, and strike " 

l.iLrh: u|> the cave, and d’^ag tho tribe ^ ' 'f' 

Suin*uiid and jci/.o, fur treason to the Ststot ‘ ' , y ;' 
//rmuui. 'Tis Ciiarles tho Fifth, I thought 

Alone Lo- if»okcd it • circled with that ring ' * 

of ;jnai\!^, he stands an ordinary King. 

{77ic Conspirators arc surreMndfd and 

Tlnin' Donna Sol. „ 

'rhe Mijj]i'..-ror, svhhcru ! And arc we two met^ 

Ilcn.ion ; ' 

U^rnani, Well , 

Ih'tn Rvy. I am not noticed yet. > > 

(PoNNA Son approaches IIkunami ; Af fWI^^) 
IhrnanL Mm dam ? , 

Donna SU Uhoodng th** dagger). I have it st^L ' 
llcrnani. My love, my bride. 

D^m Carlos. Be silent all the rest, and stand aside. 

0‘^rlia the Saxoit, Lara of Ciotile, 

What caiiio yo here to pnictisc t Good or ill 
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lierw^ {f/Litppinj} furuard). A simple errand, lo aciiiove 

jronr ikU ; 

To writAi^illliiUH^a sentenco on the w all, 

And what was Ctesar’s due. 

Yon traitor, Silva 1 
mu*, sir, of US two 

... 

'sp^nf$fi^ W« proud ambition thrives ; 

and our lives. 

B» WCfliW in good time. Its tra i n 

Will drinit thii^^llpod^P'in without a stain. 

JOm Be Silva, facts have been revealed 

Which Mason on your shield : 

Bethink » fearfol thing. 

linu. . ■Pdi^:^ilioWM erimo. From Ilodricks Julians spring. 

the cave, and are inufudiattf^/ i^ur 

' I claim my rank aniiiivi: tln^ rest ; 

The noble bleeds'; 

lM*d is now too low- 

Bake of Ot^ova too ; 

The God,ii|t|i^^i^^|^.cro«n and gave it you 

Made ine and Be Gor, 

llarqueae'Jlljpt^^l^-li^ a title more, 

Grand Atda;, 

The:wjde,»l^proj^|^^ Aragon. 

i^tf^l^tmneed on the traitor’s doom, 
the anuolsel onr race in gloom ; 

Yotl Uve the scadbld, and tho poniard wc ; 

Heavhh i^^e me Buke, but exile set me free 
To roam mountains with a bandit train ; 

Since 1 have sharpened there my Made in vain, 

And bathed its teuiiHjr in the mountain spring, 
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TiiUrj I assume my rank. (PuU vn 1m hai.) 

Our heads, oh King, 

E'ln when about to fall, may claim thotr rights - 
Tims to be c.ovcrc<l in their soverdign's f;; ;,, ' 

(^raiivlcfs of Spain ! whatever your name 

Tis uf An:;<>n who claims his place ^ ‘ 

AnJ if Vi-u)- ^..Miiohis have not room for 
Knluvjo them, let uur hcfuls have space ‘ 

D^n i\nio^. 1 heard this story oncOi ' 

Kind's may forgot ; hut u 

Tn 1« .ir iliix.nudi life the dark offence iu 
'Which (*ri riit: ofitnidcrs leaves no trace 
I>i unft S', I {hinNiif/ to Cnr/os)^ 

Sin-: F. Jvi VC, or strike ^ 

wltlj one blow, and punish both aHke--**,;' 

My love, jiiy lord, my husband — I but live , 

hi liim — die with liiui. Pity and forgive^ ■ 

Oil ! .turn iml with a dark design those '. 

Tow jirds iMC. , ■ ;' 

Jhni C irhs. Duchess of 

Cuuuitvs ui Alhatera. {To IlEiiHANijl^Tou 
Yeur otluT titles. ' ^ '■ - 

J/t niau /. Who speaks -thtts f The- , 

Cftrlos, No, Tis the Emperor. _ 

V'.Hiia Shi. Heavens I ^ ^ 

Dm Ciirlhs (to Heknani). Behold 

JJ*'ni n 7( /. Just (.t 0(1 ! : * jX V 

Dm C'ti’los (to I>uN liuv). Our cousin Innlfn ^ 

But Anii^oii with Silva well may wed. 

J)i/)i Jiuy. It ia not tlmt. ^ 

IltniMti. llow all my bate }•? '• 

{Tltrvmiii^^ dagger.) 
Do}7r7a Shi. My Lord ! , tV ' 

J/ermftt. My bride I This heart, with love untold, 

Burns to thy beauty ! ^ 

Don Carlos. Mine henceforth be cold. 

Sufier the spirit you have vexed in vain 
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So to be itself onco more, aatl r^icrn — 

'riiy lovo the empire, and thy mistroHs Spain. 

Don Jobn^ 42ijr heart is worthy of the line 
From wh^ It springs; (T’o Donna >- 

. , And worthy too of thine. 

IPlatdn^ tie Or^ of the Golden Fleece round IIkun am - 

lieeetvrthie ^ virtue due ; 

Knight ^ tlio KSooe, bS faithful, brave, and true : 

Bat round your vmkdk tjoblcr chain you hour, 

^hich Kings beii^lif lfot^ 1 caunnt wear— 

The two artfift 4 IWed and loving brifle. 

Away I Be Kliss to King^i dvided. 

For your as«bd4ii^i|i^ I know them not ; 

Their emUea 4m and their nim.os for/nt. 

I give thia.hSM^^I^^ an infant throne. 

io Aim). Lnug nujy he live ! 
jDoa 1 stand condomued aluno. 

Dm I, like him, have lud foririvni. 

Ilermni uau change our hc-irU ? 

Ai(. ' IVotcct him, II raven ■ 

Honour to Wihh I 

Dm C^rba to the tomh), Ti» (.'harles ilu* (Iivut ! 

Leave retire : Dos 1 ’Ar-Lo-; tdonc,) 

r : Guido i>f my fate I 

ACy great €aaai^d||;^,w^^ tbou shed thy grace 
On him who aewbUt M pursue thy trace 1 
I stood alcme against m empire, tost 
On faction’s wildest Wav4s and almost lost ; 

The Dane to pnnlalv «ud the Pope to pay — 

The*TuAand Luth«r barred alike my way— 

The Snd Ftimcis marked me for tiu n* [>icy, 

A thcam^ poniards, half>conccaled in night, 

Devise ‘to snare, and meuocc to affright ; 

For oetiwd and for aid to thee I cried, 

And not in vain — thy regal voice replied. 
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il 1 inijlil bravo the tliroat. avoid tho snare,- 
'riiV \\onl ^^a^i mcroy— thv otivice, to spare. 



ACT T. 




S-iNr T. ->'-</• 7;;o.<y^T. A and Go^^] 

\t ^ ari 1 htiilin*/ tlouf^' 

• / in ilu di&iance^ 

id r. iff. 


If, with 
Simul 



UtSFt OlUl 
mohi. .■ 

Knt>^T Dun Sanotiez, Don Matbia^v " 

7^ /iirnrdo, 3oy to tbc happy |>air who 
I'^a* li ca-. incut in the- town is thronged aod 
/>'*;/ SiiTif^he:. well ; for never lor a 
lh<l n.arri.i;ro-t<irclic*s imitate the day; 

Aii'l iicvcr y<'t did MmuficiAs midnight air 
riav ill tlin t reuses of a i-ride more fair. * ‘ ' 

Ih^n Mow farcH the ancient duk^t 

II ^ la.^^ at!( udauts nail his collrin lid? • ^ 

J)nn s<f irhe:. Xay ; jest not on that subj0fe||:i^^ 

TIjat, Mian (dd man — he doled cm the bride: ' 

Ills hairs, h sixiy yoai*s had turned togriy^ 

^Vcr•c ldai.<.lic<l to siajw}’ whiteness in a dayi 
I>>fn /iir,{, ilo. He has not since been seen, aA 
In .Sarau' fe.-.ii. 


; w'. 


/>/?? lie rn ly well be spared; 

r.'V'trana, in his (-^Jliiii and his shroud, 

Wunld match Imt poorly with this gaudy crowvL 



]hm Jiiranlo, Marked ye, but now, amid the;|l^lttliiy 
Oi dro.'-'-, and dtaiicing j/hunes, and coiouts gay,' ' : * 

A sj.ectie, wldch by } under balustrade 
LcK)ked (liukly down and marred the inas<pieradet 
B'/n Sa7i^Jiez, I wtw it well. 

Bofi Ricardo. What w;i» it ? 
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DmScmtA/H. 1 could trace 
PfAUCStiO^ ^ 

jEJok " Not BO. It bides its face, 

^ ^TlMB'SoBudii frowning brow 1 

^ Soma spoke to me but now. 

», 1 What can the spectre be J 

' ' ' nnm.inf>. wliO tloithj CTOSSfS tilt 

■dW t«r» and look on him.) 
^|^tlMM«s free, 

Matk). Fair Masquer— {tht 

BOttl, 

if living coal I 

or the devil’s sire, 

9 t 0 ps and /ools Jixcdhj on hhn,) 

descends the tUxiren^Ci flowed by 
|fc> tyes of the whole co7np<i)iy») 

vision spreads a gloi^in around, 
^gbt fright U8 in a churchyard groaiid. 
dh^ieat to some wizard^s spclli 

SSJT rf. 

to hell. 

know to-morrow. 

. Look, I pray, 

& 

“#By |diantom stalks away, 
tts HI 

Through the portal down the stair. 
M^here come the bridal pair. 


Bon'NA Sol, kayid in hviK fdlowed 
' Loros and Ladibs, Pages, A'o.) 

P&^melm •rii nadnight ; and 'tis fit that we pursue 
The the ghos*, and vanish too. , c 

[fjcciAt all but HEftsasi and Donsa Sou 
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Donna SoL Dearest ’ at length thej^ Iwf# IW* By you moon 
It hhuuld be late ^ 

llanani And can it oome too sooil» ^ ^ 

1 tu> hour that fices us fiom tho 
To bieatho our sigh% so long Buppr64l)a4» < 

Dmra *s // The nr)iso disturbed m 
liijvncing thins the sense of happinottl ■*' 

Ihmani 'Tis true , for happinesi ii 1 
An 1 rites its lesbons slowly on the 
\\ hen bus^ jik isnre strews its path wilh!l 
<)i bre ik- i\n silence of its quiet bowWh 
It ilies , and if it smile, its smile appeare 
Fir less allied to laughter than to teilW* 

D I tna Sot Yet m your eyes iti amSle id i 

fjSii ffiAwit I 

lUnuin iwhilo 

Unnnu I am your slave — delay 

Do as thou wilt— all that thou dost i$ wdl; 

My soul H all obe<licucc * ) thy spelL 
It bums , }ct bid the fierce volcano itill 
Its hits — thpy b nk subseivicnt to thy iellL 
gulfs shall cluse^ its lavas check their Udfl^ 

And spniig’s }oung veidure clothe the eratcir!s4 
Donna Your kindness bnngs mj 
llernaui of my heart 1 

llermnu Forbear that |MSIl|e 1 

0 be tnat sound forbidden and forgot^ 

Which wakes the memory of an mule’s lot t 

1 knew lum once, iiemani ! ’twas a dreaxiip«** 

His eye glared fiercely, like a poniard’s gloaiiiHi^ 

Son of the mountain and the night < a vow 

Of blood and \engeance written on his brow-i- 
Proscnl)ed, 1 cannot recognise him now 1 
I mix in festivals — I join the kmg — 

I walk with nobles — am a noble’s son— 

Th} lo\e ' thy husband I John of Aragon l~ 

Am blest I 



354 


VICTOR HUGO. 



Dowm Sd* \ And 1 1 

Why should I bear in niiml 
Tbo thatl loave behind ? 
palaee t 

Aweiti wi^ there. 

fire— 

ItM fire — 
which sports 
Iniss^own courts — 
stone, 

'llii its throne : 

^cient right — 
ereUt in figlit. 
ly, come, my bride, 
gfdde— 
undone ; 

IKMSM to run. 
fim my breast — 
imd am blest ! 

upon the glossy velvet's shade, 


In 
An 
I 

AedMAt 
My kteg 
My fcM 
Come, j 
I*y 
Th^ 

I etftll.: 

1 h3*af> 

tlm 



m> (urayed. 

Bot. 'Tie not the velvet's fuM, 
to the gold. 
jQtodM'e chief ! 
lilt not with grief— 

^ the sight 
ifipbe Aommer night. 

;4iw torch is dim — 
iiiiilshw. To the brim 


TH 

One 

Oae null': 

WHhthe 
Theh*ii>#j 

I. htaw ^ w h e ch harsh sensation stilled, 
iimt Ven while Nature sleeps 

Som^piA^ its aBBOtODI vigils o’er us keeps! 

Mo heaven ; — ^wbile all around repose, 

Come ta(^ trtth me the fragrance of the rose, 
Which loads the night ait with its musky breath, 
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ITenumi. CW me Hemani I must re-assume 
That af wngeaaee and of gloom, 

eay jrowt 

' ' That old man. 

Why glateiJ your eye 1 

' 

witaii 

JDonnai 
To leamJ _ , 

Hemc^i 
J9 onii »1 



i^'-^^aeu he stands laughing by ! 

is’t vou bid me see t 

old mau. 

Upon my knee, 

I p«^j- 

- ■ Your oath 1 
: {What can 1 do or say ? 

Itliihg, my beloved. 

epoke. 

My mind was strangely niovod. 

-Be not afraid. 

bid my servant to your aid ? 

,.: [" nrn suutnh ajttin, 

ii^{(ltld will have me 1 1 i ark I again — 

- You writhe with pain. 

^ lllfewd-- 1 thonght my slrungth restored. 

f^TO me. My adored, 
yh in days less blest, 

■ 'I dlTine the rest : — 

It contains 
V> Old my pains ; 


Don^^ . ' " I gO"®’ 

Btnumi <«hme). And what remains— 

Of my yoong joynl — comes to blast them all. 
The fatal Snger shines upon the wall 
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[{ow my fate mocks me with its bitter smile t 
Ho comes not ; — were I but deceived the vbDet 
EnUr the Mlsir* 

Jfask (iVi a Bfimlchral fon^r). 

'Whatever the time iuid place, to lljiaaa^^^ 

Co!{u% anil ho welcome — Sound tbiS 

n'lH done, llcnicmhcr that those 

Heard and attest the vow. Thy 

'J'he pled^'O thou gavesi — thy witiiess^j^^^M 

Ihmani, *Tia he« ' 

Of hli>s, to tell thee ’tis arrived-^tbs - 

1 find thoe unabsolved. . _ 

IltrnanL Whht^irbl^j 

** * ^ * A,*' ' ' 

Mask. Dagger or poison, choo|9 * 


i JW to exert 


Therpc^ioii. 


I have them here. Together we will •tMgp; 

On our long path. . ^ 

J ItTTTtafVt. So 

Jlemani. What matters 1 

Mask Which? , ^ ‘ ; 

Jlermani. Tho p^iOII. , r 

Mask {p’€9entin^ a phial). • . 

Drink and leave some for ma ^ ^ 

Memani. For pity's nfcs, }!^ 

To-morrow I If thou playlet a huoum pw^ ; 

If Heaven with human blood has warmed 
If, in its mercy, it delay e*en now „ ^ ' 

To write the words “ For Ever ” on thy '■ 

If e'er on thee the bliss supreme was ' 

To love in youth, and her you loved to wed^ 

If ever woman trembled in thy arms — : - 

If ever passion’s voice, or beauty’s charms^ 

To soothe thine ear, or glad thine eye, were known-— 
Wait till to-moiTow’ — then demand thine own. 
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MasL Wfiii^ till to-morrow ! Yes, you reason well — 
Ihis hoUf^ iUb soimJs thy funeral knell 

How 11^^: { who may not wait till morn ? 


When 

Akmo 



who Aoll sound this kurnf 
No. 


we go. 



the bonds of liell ; 


’Tis well— 

Th« dead 
father's bead, 
youth n^ay slight 
r so light 

J tremble at thrtt name ! 
J^liegiiry and shame. 

^he elder sons of Spain 
Upke thetr promise vatu, 


Jrptesorseleae in thy wrath, 

““ I cross my path 1 

takes the 

ming the Mask.) 

tiial casket 

Heaven above. 

.iiM' f , , 

moves my love, 
arrests my eye— 
is it ? — quick reply. 
und di9cm»e^*s Don Huy.) 

Tki secret onrevealed 

I an 


' <& I ir«N it still concealed. 

My Ufo.nAb who aawed it Twas my vow ; 

And Sdva cetnea to claim the forfeit now. 

Dmna Sol, To me and not to Silva yon belong. ( To Dox Rev.) 
Your compact binds not ; passion makes me strong— 
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I will defend him ’gainst the powers of man* 

Dim Rmf. Against his oath defend him if yjou ofin. 
Donna Sol. What oath I * • ‘ ■ 

llenuini. 1 swore it* ■ Vi ' 

D>mna Sol. No, it 

'Twas crime— ’twas trc(i«on — i»a 
])o 7 i litn/. Away- (DoKNA I 
Jfnmoni. My f ither heardi 
The oatli^ he claims- Tlnen leave me 
Doitwi Sol. ( To Don Ruy.) Helixi 
better wring ‘ 

Their yuung from tigers crouobing 
You know me not- For long the 
Of maiden sihame, and innocence, end ] 

Aui] pity for your impotence end| 
llcstrained me. Dread me now fliqpied' ifjl 
Scc’st thou tliis poniard? Dreed, cM 
Wiiat the eye threatens, know the feseitil 
Dread me I 

{She throwB 

Ah, no, misfortune makes mo wild*. 

Hear me, Don Ruy, thy niece, almost i 
Oh I Si)are her husband ! Pity and forgi:Wi § 
Grant me his life, and suffer both to lifSk. 

I am a w^onian, feeble, weak, and frail—, ; 

The spirit rises, but the flesh will &3* 

Don iluy. Lady— ^ 

Donna Sd. Forgive us both* Ton ebol'! 

You cannot take him, aud leave me behineb 
1 perish when on him you deal the blow— 

I love him so I 


rj:cm had 



Don Ruy. Too much. f V .! 

Ihnxani. Your eyes o’erflow. : / 

Donxxa Sol. You shall not perish. Orai|t Wm but a day, 
And I will love you too. , 

Dm\ Ruy. Perhaps you may ; 

And after 1dm ! 
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(HbbkaRI. Toitti iht phial to hit lipt—the throivs hcrstlf on 

Am arm.) ^ 

DofMM 8A . 0 haw miB ! yet delay. 

9 be 9 »Teil.yawning, and hia hour will strike— 

^ed to diel 

MirUfimL 4% my senses with that cry ! 

a thousand things to sav — 

mrni 


Ihmii'm 

I muat-'l^ 

When,^ 

Igotot^ 

To«r«Miim 


■ i ^T. 

m iht phial.) 

men here I find, 
in mind 

i4lqpeak us fair. 

»you spring you swear 
yon keep 




Stay, Alas! woukVst thou not weep 
T«an e’en than now, 

*** Mtriny brow ; 

To a teaitor driven, 

By <mr hopes of heaven, 

aged mani 

i^owitt'H^'^IMpfME^^itty act — I have reserved thy share. 

JE^DNMa 'Srcntld'st not have endured to spare 

My ! can’t not divine 

How Iowa Ute of De Silva’s line. 

I drink Ito first, aadi am at rest. Proceed, 

Drink HMwu wUh ; 

lT«fnM& IKHiat demon urged the deed 1 

Dnma StdL It was thy will. 

ttenumi. Such dreadfi\} death to have ! 
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Donna Sol, How so 1 

Ilenmni, Tlmt pbiltre leads thee to thy gkaTe. ^ 
Donna Sol, Was not this head i& thy breast 

To-uight? What matters where it 
Ihrnnni, Mj father, thy ^ ^ 

Forget. (He ra%m ItjM.) 

Donna Sol (ihroice hcrulf on 
J’'«>rbeiir ! forbefir ! ’Tis bard to die t.. • 

'ilie poison lives, and round the heart 
Like a fell serjHMit with a thouwid 


Oil, drink it not ! Alas ! I could Q0t 

That earthly pain could match the fliMC of ;]|^P 

}le drinks ! • 

J/t rnanl (flrinke and throtn awof tHi^ 

Donna Sol, Come then to m6i&t tky wlM 
Como to these arms. Is not the toirtatre gld^ 
Iltmani, Not 60. 

Donna Sol, Behold, our marrii^ eouclh1|^«l 
Am I not pale for one «o lately wedt ' f ; 

Be calm. I suffer less. Our wings |ppaii4 ; ‘ 
Towards the driest regions of a happier Imd^ 
Together let us seek that world so fUr*-*^ 

One kis.s — and one elone. . : 



Don Ruy, Despair I despair I 
Ilemani, Blest be the Heaven wbieh 
My life with misery, and in blood imbaed«« 
For it permits me, ere I part, to press 
My lips to thine, and die on thy caress. 
Don Ruy, They still are happy I 
Hemanu Donna Sol, *tis nighh 
Dost thou still suffer 1 



Donna Sol, 

No. 

Henumi, 

See*st thou the light % 

Donna SoL 

Not yeb— 

Hemani, 

I see it. 

Don Ruy. 

Dead t 

Donna, Sd. 

Not so ; we rest * 
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Ho BlccpB. He’s mine — we love, and we are blest. 
This In mjr mamage coiicb. What happier spot 
Can th« world abow I Ldrd Duke, disturb us not. 

(JTer voiet gradttaiiy sinks.) 
Tura imida auH-^aeator yet— ^*tis well. 

me, hell ! 
{Kills himself,) 


{Din.) 



THE KING’S Amsmsm* 


pRAMATis vmtmM, 


rKV'scisim First. 
lull UM, f hi C'^aH 
Mt»N^ *^1. \ \1IIKK 

Mcix (roUUKH 

l)^ I'llNNK 

Mo^s l)l Lv rnitt LwDBT. 
M )\N IM \ic 

M IN'* h» * oss^. 

MON** l>r HiiiiiN. 

MoVM !»] MoMMORKNjV. 

MoNM L)| Mu\T4llfe.N6. 


SAvuMimk m w i y V 

BLAmnm 

MAitixK V w' 

tssss'^f^ 

ASmam. '' '2 V 


ACT I -MONS. DE 8T. ViliUpp^ • j., 

S( 1 NE 1 — Thf ^tnge ffjt/eients a /He Vl Uut jSMMflf lUeifniJi- 

mt mite of apartmenlt crowded with wtMft^^tiij^lilSiee «/ the 

lourt m /u/l coUwiie. There are Ughte^ D l W j ^ and 

ehouft of hiwihter. Servantt hand re/rwlontiak mmde qf 

2iot<flain and gold. Groupe o/gneef$ CRETOM 

f/u ^tarje The ftu dram to an ftnd, through 

th* i(indtnf>$ The anhHecture^ the dns$e» 

hi long ij the stgle of ike Henaitioncee ' 

* 

The King as j^ointed hy Tutan, MoN8» 

2Vit King I’ll ne’er relinquish the ad?ent1ttPlM|;WK|^ 

Till It j['i\e forth the fruit of so mueh toil* 

Plebeian thouifh she be ! of rank obscure, * 

Her birth uukuoau, her very name concealed t 
What then ? These* eyes ne’er gazed on one SO Mr* 

La Tout. And this bright city goddess stQl you meet 
At hoU mass 1 
The King, 

As sure as Sunday comes* 


At St. Germain des Prto 
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La T(mr, Your amorouH flame 

Dates two months since. You've tracked the ^ame to earth. 

KearBussj’s Terrace, where De Coss6 dweihs, 
Sb* ^m'^mnwed. 

. , I think I know the spot, 

Ho^ perahauce, so well 
At ddtli Ilii^ait7 the heaven within. 

flatter ; eutraucc is denied. 
Aheldem ie^Mh^l^.ia^'ejee, ears, and tongno 
Under her faidhyi^ eiatc^ over there. 
la fmtt, , 

rite jW|f. ,^\V -;^<:4aid ^n, oh mystery most rare 1 
Ae ev<piii|j(t^^.|h(iBfai. unearthly form, 

Wboe^ Alj||ilM|fi^^'«MMealB, enshrouded close 
in guilty deed, * 

• .' Then do thou likewise. 

■’ ' Nay. 

Tbe'hdiiipiJliiP^'^ iikdnte from all. 

one, with such patience wooed, 

B^h.ehdi^lHae.lire. 

If witching eyes 


X« loves I 

Tit V.- • ■ Impossible ! 

X hniilnljf^ woollen dress 

im ;.';"Ob, virtuous love 1 

undying flame, 

I watfmiijhe Ahbd’s mistress. 

: • {MaUr TMBOWURV and a nut^xr of Courtitn.) 
Tia'-Xiag, HuA ! eoue one comes ! 

{AUmA to l^tBOCLKT, <u he approaehet.) 
Silence his lips miist seal 
Whose love would prosper 1 Have 1 said aright } 

Tnbooht. To shade the fragile vase, glass lends its veil ; 



THE KIXCS A^rUSE^JEXT 


Tims fliiuay mystery hides love more frail. 


ScLNK Kino, TRiBoirLti, M, D* trtaay ofAer 

Oentlenien^ su^nrUy dnsuJL cf the 

Coort F(yil, as painted by <o ad- 

vinY ft yroup of Ladiee, ' . '''^^^^2^''"'*'''' 


L t T*ur, Nfadame de Vendome 
/)«' Utrr.hi, Fair D’Albe and 
Th^ Knty. Now, in my eyes, Do OostflSl 
Outsij'iics all three, ' ' ' >■’; 

Df (Jtfvdn {jmnting to M. PB CoflSi> 
nne of the four fatUat gtniltmm ef 
Hush! htish, 

rah’ss you mean this for a husband^ eae: ' 

The King, Why, for that ^matter, 

De Qordea. lIo*ll tell the fair Dmna* ' ' 

The King. What care 1 1 \ • Vp|fS 

[ The King retires to speak to some 
'Tnhofdet (to M. i>E GoRpurs). The 

For euht long days be holds not coUTeme with 
De Cordts. W'ill he restore her to bv biiet^iil^pH 
TribnuteL Indeed, 1 hope not. • 

De Gardes. She bath pidd:A|i« 

A puilty ransom for her fatheFe life. ’ 

Triboulet. Ah ! aprofws, now, of St 
Tis a most strange and singular old nutai': 

How could he think to join in nuptial bond ' 






ills daughter Dian, ratliant as the light, 




(iVn anirel sent by Heaven to bless this eartb)^'' ' 

With an iTl-favoured, hunch>backcd seneschal! 

De Gordes. Tis an old fool --a pale an3 grave Wtd man. 
When pardon came, I stood beside the block,— 

Aye, nearer much than now I do to thee, — 

Yet said he nothing, but **God bless the Ring!*’ 

And now he’s quite distraught ! 
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Tht King ijp(u 0 ng acrou with IMadame De Coasi.). Unkind 1 

,80 soon} 

Mwiame d$ Ciftai. M7 (insbftnd takes me with him to 8<^i>siuis. 
The Xif 0 . Oh I *tfai * ain I Paris forbids thy flight— 

Paris, trita and eot^en languish all 
With 10^1^1% t^dilsSM tod. fond desires— 

When d^H«^.a|idf«et»<«ver keep 

Their hMoest thral^ tiieir Ivightest thoiiglits for tlic-e ; 

F«» thee, whoa* finning cnry heart. 

Warn each fidt her lorer well ; 

OaasUng pariHK^H|^j^-i|^h a flood of light. 

Thy sun 0 B«d|«j^j^|^»ilhall think 'tie day. 

Const emperors^ 

Dukes, to sliine 

(Thou 8taie;^i|p^^. country heaven ? 

The !■- * Aa thongh some sacrilegious hand, 

Atnidat'i|»^||||!l|^ qiilaadoar of the dance, 
UadildnlJl^^iNi^NhW tOKi the chandelier. 

'^jealous lord ! 

' Yilili tr iftfT ti if approaching; und rufus <nrof/,) 

Tb$ devil eliiim liis s*.>ul ! 

, T111BOU1.ET.) 

But I to his wife. 

Has i^oae last rhymes of mine 7 

TrAat^' .^I'WW^'il^jl^’.yQUf rerses, — royal straius 

Ob, bravo ! 

Bi^a toff th«r vocation thus ; 

MoiBarQ^»ith.hia^^ a diflerent course ; 

Make tofg^ oh ain^ and tot Marot make verse — 

It ba\ di^pndes a king. 

The King {Sm ManAXI OE Cosuk, to tphom he turns, lt.<i> inj 
{To TRiBorurt.) I’d have thee whipjicd, 

If fair da Coalin did not tempt me heuc& 

7W6oNhd (osule). Another still ! Ob, fickle as the wind 



the a’/xg-s jA/rsEm.vT. 
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/pm. 




Tiiiit blows tb«' to her. „ . j 

I), a.nh , {npi>roacfnn:f Tmmvxm). By the oUier door 

M/xtlaiiu' do (:• Kso comes ! I pledgo 
She (lr «i‘S some token, that the atfaoro«i:kijlg.;.^^ j 
Miiy turn to raise it _ \ 

(Madamk PE C<mi dropi i 
Ih (iordfu. I sfiid so ! 

Trih*iuhL Excellent ! 
r/Af Kinj Maoame ua Costw, ■ 

it to MaOAME DK w44i; 

//. v/7/ ronvenation, apparent!^ of a i 
Dr tiunh^s. The bind'*? 

7'nhui/kt. Wonpin's a devil of nwsfelPiltl 
[77«" Kixii Mapame pe CosaA'"'"*' 

i»K (^,>s.iK dmm nenr^ coming ftM 
T)E (JoiiiiEK rnmirh it to TmBOOtaf# 

Dr tiordn. Her hiiisband 1 
[Maovm*^* on ( Vi'i*: ti^r hwhand — 

KiN«!, and runs off, _ ' ’ 




iUvhmt DfCoa*^. 

'rrdiotdet. What a jealoi^ 

Shakes his fat side, and wrinkles o*er hklmw, ^ 
(Thr Kino, xvJio has heen htlped io 
77m Xi'h'J. Oh liHppy hours i Why, 

Ais.l Hercules, were two jxtor senseless fools, 

( 'oiup.'ired to me ! 'Tis woman gilds this ' 

I am fill happiness !— and thou f (fo ItoBOW^y;.^ 
TrU^nvlct. All joy 1 

1 laugh at balls, pomps, follies, guilty lores } 


I iaug.i «1 »«*». I 1- ; 

And sneer whilst you enjoy. ^ et both are 
You as !i King and as a hunchback L ■■ , 

T/i( Kin’ 4 . De Cosse damps the f4te ; but fell 'ttiSl fiSiS. 

How does he look now, think you 1 

(PuirUinff to Ds Cossi, who i$ having Ae palaoe.) 
Tri'mtkt. Like an ass ! 

TJu, King. Nought plagues me save this corpulent old Count ; 
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-what 


Mine ig the power to do,— to wiah ! — to have I 
Oh, Triboulet, what pleasure ^tis to live J — 

The world's so hsppi^ J 

And the King is drunk, 
again l What arms ! — a^hat lips !- 

,■ 

' 4e Gone f 

Take tbon charge of me. 

■ 3SI»'jEn^''(#i!^"''v - “fhrie, bright and g iy, 

' " i-^y feih>w — 

■' if***^® i'ro ripe — ” 

‘ **AviA all thy naen nre n^dlow.*^ 

' [Exit Kino and Thiboitlet. 

.De Gordes, Pardaillan, De Vic, 
lf‘MtoipT, Pott \ after them M. Db Pienne, 
itduie). 

I^silfle friends, a novelty 1 bring— 

I sliOart the shrewdest brain j 
‘lul, sublime ; 
j Impossible ! 

liit ,Wou]d*8t thou, noble Sir I 
thee, thou'rt a migiitv fooL 
did think imself in aught. 

Jlk last poem of “ Peschore ” 

These One nuirkcd for scorn— 

As wise when born/' 

Thou art 

Cupid stop my breath, 

If Z ^ tiie'.jmsu'. , 

De Diwiiie, ^ Itaih, ye now, De Gordes, 

And Z>e Pat^iullaii, I pray ye, guess, 

Something most strange has chanced to Triboulct. 

He Pardaii&m . ' He’s become straight. 

He CossA Or Canstable of France. 

MaroU Or cook^ and served up at the royal tible. 




THE KLWrS AMVSEMES !\ 


De Xo I — droller slill, he has — (you ne’er can guess — 

'rii** tliiii’/rt inorodilde). 


The 






Df P-mlailUtn. Periiftjm 

Mi'i'.' utrly thiin himself. 

(Jrowu ]‘lelh<*rii' with g*‘M. ' ^ ^ 

Tht* hlr-MMl Virtrin up in I\m»dij<o. ‘‘ 

Jh PiPun/f, Yc n<>W 

TIm* liiifVowii, 'rrihoulet, uncouthi ' 

(iui'^s what he hits.! (Jotuc; 1 

A’ Pienne. Nay ! nay ! ye’re^ 

A mistress ! {AU 

JAiro^ I>ukc, your wit 

DtUordn. A scurvy joke! ' 

Dc Pimne, HI swear 

ril brinir yuif even to the lady's door* 
luioli ni;;ht he enters, shrrMjded in bis d<S|k'' 

With air most sombre — like some bttngiy bai8, 

J>y haj>j»iest chfinee I hpieu the quarry out^ ' \’ 
rmwliiiLr myself, hard by Do Coast’s gaU^ 

Now keep uiy secret : I'’vo a scheme to 
MaroU A Komiet ; — •< TribpuleflbOm^^wllisd ! ” 

Yet this roucli Til engage! should ever m o fe >cy ' '' 
Another Bedfoid land on Franco’s shore^ , 

Tlic English foes wotild dare our arms in va{%^ 

The lady 8 face would fright them back agaliu 

[All /rtwyA— M. De Vic drawing gmU hu 

Unger to kU lip$. ■ ' 

De Fienne. Silence, my Ixwds I 

Dt Parditilhn. How comes it that the Khig 
Roams every night ahme, us though he sought 
Some amorous quest ? 


HI swear 


2a 
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De riinnt (to D® Vic). J-ic* V’ic will tell ns that. 

J)t Vte, ^ Just now the wiini of his caprice doth sit 

To wander foith; in hood and cloak disj^iiisech 
That n^o^.ea^ know him 1 If the ni^dit’s so dark, 
lie di>tdi toiifnke eome window tor a door, 

Whjr {notlbeing married) 'lia no care of mine. 

jDb ; Ah I who would own a sister, child, or wife 1 

^ tong joys he takes, 

Atid for his iwothor’s v. t>c. 

most sharp within. 

remd Maiiot). He trembles at the Ki^^^ 
His j)rctty wife 


DePimX^^ 

Foola 

’Tis that which frightens him. 

De De Cosse ; ’tis a courtier s task 

To liberal and gay. 

JPs Amen, say I :-.~a rnehiucholy king 

; or 9k backward spring. 


, ■- , vW 




the Kino aW Tihuoulkt. 

|i5)jlS^8oholWB at court ! Mon^t rosily mosr rare ! 
<3o> preach unto my sister of Xavanv, 
Jants I 

TVtK)^^ J '> ^ ,8ire, at least 

Youll IcHS than you, 

And this matter 

and qualities. 

Fve reckon two. 

First, ^0^ A 

Itotbert^h|l^^ to the court, 

Brii^i plague bi^ funiitol 
* The AYit^. Yet my sister strives 

To fill my court with eoholars* 

I7W6oii/€<. Most unkind 

Upon a oister^s pork — ^Believe me, Sire, 

There's not in nature’s strange menagerie, 

Nor hungry wolf, uor crow, nor tor, nor dog, 
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Nor furnished i*oet, heretic nor Turk, 

Nor hideous owl, nor boar, nor oreeping dotb 
Ono half so hungry, hideous, l&ul, ; \ 

l*iinod wifh coneeiU and strange 
As ihiii same animal, yclept a scbolauf*. '1' 

Have you not jdcasures, conquest^ 

And (.sheddiijg light and perfume over 
Knclianting woman 1 s 

77a/' Khij. Marguerite 

That wotnan’s love may tempt me 13^^ 

Ami when it palls — ■ '• ' 

TrAffulet Oh, medicine 

Pro«tcrihc a ])edaut, for a licart 
TiiC Lady Marguerite, *tis widely kn(h% 


TiiC Lady Marguerite, *tis widely 
Was ever famed for desperate remedies. ^ 

The King, Til have no 
Trihouiet, Now, were I king, Vd loathe 
Than Uoelzcbub doth of holy cross. . ,.V>5?^ . 

7 he King, But some half dozen t 
Trlhouht. ’Tis a stable faa~ ' 

k whole mesagerie. WeVe quite enough ; 

Of Marot here, w ithout being poison’d quit# , :f 
'Wjtli flimsy rhymesters, ' 

AfaroU Thank you, good ^ 

(A^Ae.) The fool were wiser, bad he held hit' < 
'TriLoulct. Be beauty still your heaven i ^ Ijmpfe y - 
M'^iiose smiles illumine earth. Ne’er 
With books, '* 

The King, Nay, by the faith, now, of 
^ For books care I as much as fish for apples. " 

[Shouts of IwugfUer are heard from a i 

?dcthinks, good fool, they're meny at thy cost' ^ 

T rihouht {draws near to the grot^ lietetm, tvfSrai). 
Another fool they laugh at ! 

77ie Kihg, * 

I'ribfAiUt, The King ! 

The King. At me I 


w behind. 


Aye 1 whom, thenl 
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Triloula. ■ 

Say gold and ]m»>» Ay “t® Navarre, 

WWUt «rt BOtWng, 

The Kin^^ ' * Now, I noto them well I 

}if<mt0c0^t iferiwi, and Mantchen a. 

2V®i^. Eawjfly t». 

Helfish houiKis ! 

•One IwadeadiMp^^ble the nest, 

Aod lfontsoh<^|Pp¥M^ ot tbe horse ;— 

Yat'they ■-' ’•.•>- . , 

Wby. ’lis not quite cnou-h ; 

They siai •* ■" 

Bci!tdotti'‘;«i^|^;\:,- 

' ' . Do what? 

' l[;u.g up all three. 

<0 Triboolet, arul spe<d-iit<j to the three 

I.T«n heard him t 

Aye, iuilccd. 

iPjlOliiK). He smarts for this. 

a)k Tour heart, mothinks, luusi led a 



i-Si^lding fair, not one 
whose soul could love. 
: %«ift WMit thou of this t 

The l»ve of one, 
bloom of hnuiccuce. 


V-' 

Art thou then bo sure 
who can lovel 




Ijbave i^'!i 

WJr«*y ' Unknown 1 (atide) 1 11 not betray 

My little heanty. flf l».lfcasy’B Terrace. 

yVOowH Sonw^yheHa! 

Tho Xiug. Why not 1 

TrOoida {unth ugitaUon). Oh Sire, beware ! 

Your lote runs hasards that it dreams not of ; 

These citiscuB, in wrath, are fierve aa* lloiuaua. 
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Wlio laUes their goGJ-^ may leave a life iu pledge : 

AVo kilims and fools still satisfifd ahopld be 
With the fair wives and sisters of our . 

T/u' Kin'/, Mothiaks De Co.:s^*S wife W well, 

Ti ib'fuld. Then take her. 

The King. Marry, 'tie e j 

IvAny to sjiv, — to do, impossible ! f 
Tj-ibovlit. Command it, ?^ire, this 
Thi King (^nnuting to Dk Oossfe), MWj 
Tnhtmii t, Seud to tlMS 

King, Oh, not ■ ' V*V?*S*' 

TrihimfH. Well, 

Vi\nic him Duke. ' 

JVie King, His 

still rebel and trumpet fortik bis 
Tri'>nn!t t. lie must be banished tiuixi 
[h7</A>7 TuinouLKT is speaking D» 
hears the. rc '*■ of the sjA^eh* , „ 

'Diere is oue method, simple and concise,-^. 

’'IV: slrati}^^* it stepped not first into mjr 
Cut otr bis Ticud ! [D* CoOSt^ 

Involve him iu somo 

Soiiu? scheme to help the arras of Spain or jj^ 

De Cossth (coming between). Infernal ^ 

The King (to TuinouLKT). 
ap:uin; ‘f 

('lit off a head like that, — im[>osslbl6 I 
Trib nuef. WJuit, be a king, yet foiled !n a 
A paltry trifle such as this denied. 

Dt Cossd (to Tbiboulet). 1*11 hare thee 
Triboulet. Nay, I fear 

A war of words on all around I wage, 

And care for nothing, whilst my neck dotii bw 
Tlie sacred head and cap-piece of the fool. 

But one thing fear I, — that my hump might falf 
And j*lant itf^clf in front, as thou dost wear it : 

’Twould (piite disfigure ! 



over- 


affright. 


think 
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De Co$»i (fuereom with ragt^ drawt his swoni). Ill mannci’d 
slav^l ‘ 

The X^, jB» wker, Count t Come hither, foul, with mo ! 

. ' [JKwunt Kixg anrf Tuiboui.et 

au iX Ue after the Kino hat retired.) 

l}!t!Wri^ Yengeanoe cm Triboulet ! 

JTarolt i!e% nitiaed ; 

How aan ve iofict the t>low 1 

De PteoM. '^JI^|;iH;,'‘|^tlemen ; the wrongt, of all 
Shall be evening falls 

Meet me, Terrace wall, 

Kear to Be naught hcsicic. 

Marot. 

De all i he ooiues ! 

-WIlW next to trick ? — the King 1 By lleiiveu 1 

ffi Ike Kikcj’s Orrery who whhpcn to 

|k.' 

Tallier (an infirm old man 
to see the King. 

Barjl ! (Aloud) Oh, certainly ; most glad 
[/i.r/V Servant, 

f by Jove ! 

This is a others tame— 

at the door of entrance.) 

Foice ril sec the King ! 

Tke hh atU nfions to a group of ladi*^.) 

-r-T to enter }»cre? 

.(hAiddkt''C''f s®® the King I 

2%e£i^. No! no! 

imu^ sa dll^flietfrniV;, tcith iriiitv hair and beard, burst a 
the cn^at ihehttekof thcstagcj and coitfi\'tits the 
> Kxm, pasting ettadUy «poii Atm.] 

:s 6,— ^JRle King, St. VALLDHCTaiBouLET a7ic/ the Couetieus. 



Tom 


Faffter. 


dare restrain me t 


I will be heard I 
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T/ie Kin^ (nppalUd). Monsieur St. Vallior ! 

St. J hi/ier, *Tis tbiis I*m oamod ! 

[Thf King ndva/tcu angrilp uAafib him^bul u 
Tkihol’let. ' ,, 

Tribi nih t Permit m, 

r will so ])ravcly lecture this good man 1 , v 

himsch'in a theatneal aUitudfi, Valuek« 

Ttd'»^ulft. Sir! 'Vuu once stirred throne; 

Wo a?> kin*l iiKumrcha 

A stiMDu^er. wiMer ntudiicss takes jTOUt 
You ec4.k for ojhs^irin^ from a sondttdaW 
As liMoous as the vilest dwarf e'er known^ 

Ill ^ha]»o'I, ill-hred, pale, ghastly, aud^cd^k^ 

An odious wart ujum his inoustrous ^ 

A E}iai»e like that ! (pointing to Db CIobbA) Vj-,'-:; 

All ugly hump like 

AV'ho sees your daughter near him, neede ^ 

(I'lilc&s our King had interfered), he y ‘ 

Have made iMre specimens of grandsone 
l)is^^l^od, unseemly, rickety, laisshapedi 
Swcdl'n Uk$ that gentleman, 

(jjorniing to Db CossA, who 

Hah ! lie's too ugly j — now, our noble 
Will give you grandsons, that may be youJr 
To cliiiib your knee and jduck your rererend 
[T/ie CouftTiEfiS 

St. Vahiir. Tis but one insult more Sire ; 

A king should listen when his subjects speak}, -ti '’JP 
'Tis true, your rnandato led me to the Mock# ; " , , ^ ‘ 

Where pardon came ujkjii me, like a droamj;j|^~;.'' 

1 blessed you then, unconscious as I was 
That a kings mercy, sharper far than deatb^, . 

To save a father doomed his child t<)S«hame ; ' « 

Ves, without pity for the noble race 
Of Poitiers, si>otlcss for a thousand years, 

You, Francis of Valois, without one spark 
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(Jf luvo or pity, honour or 

Did on that night (thy couch her virtue h tomb), 

With cold Mitres, foully bring to scorn 
My balplflla dnitghter^ Dian of Poitiers. 

To sav0^ lather’s life, a knight she sought, 

Dike feari«^ and without reproach. 

She a who sold the boon, 

Making to his child’s dishonour. 

Oh t hast thou doue ! 

My blood tho’ it springs 

Amongst names of France; 

But to }net9i^|^l|^^'‘|jbest poor grt*y locks, 

And yet to woman, 

Was toher was thine own, 

But not hast overpassed 

The '(is mercy deemed, 

And 1, called ungrateful still. 

Ob, hadi^'tlii^M^,1vithin my dungeon walls, 

I would my knees for death, 

But taj name, my race, 

race no more : 

iUithw-t^i^l^^lMmn iio them and mo. 

I oome back from thuo ; 

Nay, love ; 

1 take brand of shame. 

Keepluarl^'Si^'lpil^]^ festivals, 

UntibsomC husbands hand^ 

(’Twill coma us of thy yoke, 

My paUid faee'mjttc^ to thee there, 

To tell thee; ^ foully done ! 

And thou sbali c^ guilty pride 
Shtdlihiink afaaat^ betoa me ; would you now 
*AceOfditlg to aaoiMli Wtftem, St. Vallier s prophecy was terribly ful- 
tiV^A The deadi of Piancis thci^nt aiforda a melancholy illustration of 
the morals of ^ **good old ^mea.’* Whether the story be the record of 
history, or the iaveiitio& of slander, w^e have only to choose between the 
malignity of the /idsehood, or the infamy of the fact. A sad alternative 
for the believer in the supremacy of the past.— F. L. S. 
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( Miiiiiiaiid the lie.ulsuiairti uxe to do its oliicei 
You dare not, lest my spectre should return 
To loll thee 

Tk King. , Madness I (3fV Dll f Wriis*} 

Duke I arrest the ' 

Trlkndct {:^necring at St. ValuebX ’ V, 

'rho i> 'or man raves. ' ' 

St. lW//Vr. Aoettr8ed'hi’'|| ' ^'' ^ 

Oii, Sire ’ Tis wroti^ ii|K)n the dying ' 

'ro Iooac thy dog ! (turn$to TaiBOtriiKT)* . wKlfl 
And thou, who’er 

That with a fiendish sneer and Yi|>er*s tongitSl^ ^ 
Makr st my tears a pastime and a sport, . ; ' . ■’ 

My curse upon thee ! — Sire, thy brow doth b^ y. 

'I'Jie gems of Franco ! — on mine, old ago dolib.liif j.- 
'i'hiue decked with jewels, mine with these 
Wo both are kings, yet bear a dlffereixt earwig 
And sliould some impious hand upon thy /* '; 

Hea^) wrongs and insult, with thine own 


Thou Ciiust avenge them I- 


GoD ATBKOjBg 
[St. VALLian ia M 



ACT lI.-^SALT^BA3)lifc^^^{i^ 

SrnNE 1. — T/:e scene represents a cksert&f 
Terrace. 


falh. 


Bussy 


On the right a house of deemi with a 

court-yard in front (surrounded ty a a fart 

of the stage. In the court are some trees^ seat. A 

door opens from the wall into the street wall is a 

terrace, n iih a roof supported by areJbisc; Jrom the 

first floor of the house opens upon this which com- 

municates with tJu court by a flight of ;0n the left are 
the high avails of the De Cosse Folate^ and m /he background^ 
distant houses and the steeple of St Severin* 

Tuikoclet, Saltabadil ; afterwards DsPiEKm andJ)E Gobdies. 
Tridoulet is esn eloped in his cloak, but without his buffoons 
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drus — hi advances cautious/y ioivards the door in the 
walL A^man dressed in blacky and likewise in a 

d$ak {from beneath which the point of a sword pi. cps out), 
f^itom him healthily. * 

Zil&miet (lost in ihau^hd). The old man cursed me. 

SaU^dil {aem/ihg him). Sir 1 

Thbouid rounds and searching; in his pOihets, says 

anpUfj^.'^y \ ‘ I'vt' notliiiii^ for you. 

Sii/iabad^c^ {j^i^ naked I ; you mitituko ! 

Trib(nidsi{&f^^mit^. * Then leave me. 

Sa/tabadff a^ touching his ion^ si^jotd). Yon w rung me, 

Sir; toy good Woixi, I live. 


A cut throat ! 

)e Gordes, who remain 7oati'/iin^ at 


insinnafing manner). Something weighs i\i)ou 



yt«tap; 

Night 
CairfM; 



you haunt this lonely 8iK)t — 

^:aoiue woman claims your caix* ! 
irhioh concerns but me, 1 tell to none, 
for your advantage that 1 speak ; 
^.you know me well. 

( mistress on another smiles,— 
You're jof^i^dSrt 


Tribanki. ^ ;V :?r " fiends, what want yo ? 

SaifabesdS^ kfi W speaking softly and quickly). For 
some hro^d by this hand he dies ! 

Trihtdii (as^). 1 again. 

iStsitabadii. \ I see you deem me now 

An tKmest man, 

JMb&ukt At least a useful one ! 

Saliabadii {with dn assumption of modesty). Guard to the 
honour of our Paris dames. 

Tribbuiet Name your price to slay a cavalier. 

SaltabadiL Why that's according to the man we slay, 
With some dight guerdon for the skill displayed. 
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Triiwtief, To stab a nobleman 1 

SalitibadiL By Bbekfbub I 

'J' hr re’s too much risk of a slashed doublet tbeie; 

(*niniiu>r in fence, and armed, your nobleman . f , 

Is dear indecil 1 , , 

Trih'itli i {/atti^hiu!;;). Your nubbl&li^ dteM , 

Anil i^ray, do citizens by your kind aid ^ 

Jvo’h other slaii jitcr? 

SiUhiH^dH, Y es ; in truth ibgf ' 

But 'tis a luvurv — a taste you know \ ' 

'I'hat s scaivoly [it, but fnr the matt veil bOHlu:’ ; ^ 

u]‘st arts arc there (being rich forsootbj^ V , 

That ape the hahits of a gentleman, 

And force my service— How I pity them 1 

I’m paid one half beforehand, and tho tMt " ' 

Wi.cn the docd^s done! . / 

y;'/A »///(!•/. For this you brave the 

Siilftduidil (smiling) Not much I a tribute pAiil tex tile police ! 
TrilmtkL So much per head t ' : 

SaltiilhidiL Just so ! unleu tadeedr^) v, *' 

(What sitairi say ?) unless the king were elato I ' 

Trihoulct. And bow 

SaitdbadiL In the street I'‘ldayi,. 

Or oh (• at home! ' v ^ 


TrihottkL In a most oouitiNW 

Salt dhidlL If in the street-— a sbaf^ ki^ t wear, 
And watch my nia^n at night. /' " 

Tnhmhf. And if at brnnef 

SdlfalaMl. Why then my sister Magueleillie sM — 

A s^prightly girl- that in the streets by night > ; 

Doth dance for gain,wd, with #>Dticing 8mJle%' 

Allures our prey, and draws the game to eartiu 
Trih yulft. I see ! 

Saliabadtl, Tis managed without n<Mse or stir, 

Quite decently ! Nay, most respectably. 

Now let me crave your patronage, good sir ; 

You’ll be contented, tho’ I keep no shop, 
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N<»r make parade ; I aru imt of that rat e 
Of coward cut-throats, arniocl from head to heel, 

Who bard in bands to take a single life — 

Wretches t with courage shorter than iticir sword. 

\Drmving an tnormou^ly /i>a*s; sz^v/j. 

This !s my weapon ! (Tbiboulet s/arH.) 

{Smiffng andimitig% Tbiboulkt.) At your service, Sir ! 
Tnbaukt Jimti now^ Indeed^ Tve no occas’um ft)r it. 

SatiabadiL So much the worse ! You’ll find lue w lion von list, 
IBcfore the palm of the Duke of hlainc. 

At noon e^b I take my mornini<'8 stroll ; 

My name's i 

' y . : Of gipsy race I 

too ! 

De Gufibid^ ®JI PlSUNS, taking out his tabkh), 

A jewel of H man, 

Wh<i 80 I forget) at once 1 write. 

you'll not think the worse of nu' f^ r this I 
2>iV%A::f^lor! wl\;^ UuniUl 1 1 » very i.do livi-. 

be a beggar, idler, rogne ’ 

Thea l*v» ^pr 

' Whom 'twerc b.irharmis 

To to get rid of him. 

''' keep jrou in its love I 
/?lf /&IWII, still too light! Hot urn wo 
hereM^' v/ ' .. [Exeunt Dk Viesxe and De ii 
21rS>aiM(m^^U^viAVKmi.). Good dur ! 

SalUU>adU Yoar humble !>ervant, Sir. Adieu! 

ZHhuM (tMMiUiiii as he raires). IJow much ahhC his 

orujHt^e'lo'mtne ; — 

His si^rord wkburpy but witli a tongue more keen 
1 stab the hecMTt I Aye^ deeper far than ho. 

SCEN« 2, — TBJf»ouuw('a/<?7tr>— S aItababil de/ar/ed, Tri- 
WXShm gentfy (>/»ens t/ie door in the 7 Vj!/. lie h is anxiously 
rounds and hiking the key out of the leek, iurrjaky shuts the 
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dvor on ih<' inside. He then paces the court with an air of 
melancholy and abstraction. 

Triloulit. The old man cursed me l*eve& aa he six>ko 
I iiu*eked ftiul t;iunted him ; — and yet, oh shame 1 
My lip bill smiled. His sorrow tonched Xl^ SOld, 

iiulccil ! — [lie sifi i6^^<00'0he stone seat. 

For man with nature }eii|»ues 
To iMHKe me wicked, heartless, and depmwed I 
IhiiKoon ! ( >h hoav’n ! — deformed, dospiiied; 

Ah\uys tlmt tllOMlrh^, or sloofiinj:', or aw»ke, 7 -^ 

It liaiints rny dreams, and tortures tn© by day 4 
'i'lie vile builboM the wretdu'd fool of couift' 

Who imisl not. cannot, daro not, for his hire ' 

Ho asiudst but lau j:ii ! Oh «^rief ! oh misery 1 > 

Tlie ponrcM. bejrpir, or the vilest slave,— 

The very <;alley convict in his chains, 

ISray wee]:> and soothe his an^^uish with his team* 

Alas, I dare not ! Oh, 'tis hard to feel 
llowcd dosMi to earth with sore iufirmities; 

Jf dmis of beauty, 8trcTv.;th, or manly grace,—# 

With .-[dontl^fur circled, makini,' me more sad* 

In vain my wrcti-he dne.s8 would bide from matl,-* 

In vain my heart would sob its griefa alone,—* 

My patron comes, — the joyous, laughing 
IJ ‘lov. d of Women ! heedless of the tomb; 

Well .siia[»en, handsome, King of Franco,— and 
And with his foot he spurns me as I hide ; 

And, yawn.ng, crios, "Come, make me laugh, 

A1 js, poor fool ! — and yet am I a man, 

And rancorous hate, and pride, and baffled , 

Hoil in my brain, and make my soul like holL 
Ceaseless I metiitate some dark design, 

Yet, feeling, nature, thought, must I conceal 
And at my master's sign make sport for all* 

Abjection base ! wiiere’er I move to feel 
My foot encumbered with its galling chain. 

By men avoided, loathed and trampled on ; — 
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By women treated as a harmless dog. 

Soli 1 gallant courtiers and brave gentlemen, 

Oh, how I bate you I — ^here behold your foe ; 

Your sneers I pay you back with scorn, 

And toil and countermine your proud desires. 

Like the bad spirit« in^ur master’s ear 
I whisper death to ea^ aspiring aim, 

Scattering, with orncl plceeure, leaf by loaf, 

The bud of hope^r^Ion^ ere it come to flower. 

Tou made me ;*-ryet what grief to live 

But to drop ped^ joy 

That othe» dtibk It within my breast 
One kindly to thrust it forth 

And stuniisA^^ hells. 

Amidst dance, the glittering show, 

Like a 1 to destroy, 

For eveiynlpli^^e ^ppiness of all, 

Covering iUse, malignaat smile 

The venomed^|p|^^ festers at my heart. 

Yet am I , [He rises from the stone sent. 

■ Ko^ “Ot wretched here ! 

This etistenoe comes anew : 

Let past regret 

ShaQ that waits me here. 

’ ' ‘Kl’ !'*' ^ retcrie. 

The old Why returns that thought 1 

Forebodes I art mad ? — for shame I 

yj youn^^ girl dressed in 
mittf and throws herself his arms. 

/ > > ' 

Sewn 8. — ^BiUsicSB^ \ afterwards Dame Berarde. 

Tr^kU Mf child 1 

[He presses her to his bosom with delight, 
Ab, place your arms aroimd my neck ; 

Come to Iny heart, my child ! I’m happy now ; 

Near thee aH’s joy ! I live, I breathe again. 

[He ga^es at her ivith transport. 



7JJE KL\G\S A MCSEMEXI 


3S3 


Moio beauteous every day. Bl inelie, art tlioii well, — 

Quite well ) Dear Blanche ! conic kiss me once again. 

Ji/tifuhe, You are so kind, dear father. 

Trihoukt, No, indeed, 

T do but love thee. Thou*rt my life, my blood. 

J>1 luchc, if r lost thee ' — oh, the thought is 4 eeth« 

BLimni (puthn^ kcr hand on his fonkead}* What makes kui 
Mi2:h so htavily, m} father 1 ^ 

Tell me 3 0111 vaiowh ; trust 3'our grief with mSt ^ 

]fa\o we no kindred 1 Where are all your trisildtt 
Tnboukt. Daughter, thou hast none. 

JUan he. Then tell me your namb« 

Inboukt, Why wouldSt thou know lit 
Blanihi. When at dear ChiuOtti 

Till little \ilkige wheie I lived before, 

The lu iglibours call’d me orphan, till you cams. 

Tntouht. ’Twere far more prudent to bars left thss tbsm j 
But 1 could bear my sad sad life no longer 
1 }iainei for thee — I wanted one to love mS. 

Biunihe. Well, if you will not tell mo of yourssilw 
2'nbouht (not listening to fur). You go not outl 
Blamhe. Two mouths have 1 bosti.lHtV0^ 

Anri but eight times to mass gone forth. 

Jnbon/et Tis ww. ^ ' 

Blanche At least, you’ll tell mo of my mother ttOWf 
Tnboultt. No, no, forbear to wake tliat cbordf tttjf |ibild« 

Let me not think upon how much IVe lost ; 

Weit thou D it hero Td deem it all a dream : 

A woman diflerent from all womankind, ^ 

Who knew me poor, deserted, sick, deformed, 

Yet loved me, even for my wretobedness. 

Duiur, she carried to the silent toSab 
The blessed secret of her &auited love ; 

Love fleeter, brighter than the lightning’s flash ; 

A ray from Paradise, illuming Hell, 

Oh, earth, lightly on that angel breast, 

Where only did my sorrow find reposo. 
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But thou art here, my child. Oh, God, I thank thee ! 

[//(? bursU into tears. 
Ob, how you weep ! indeed 1 cannot bear 
To Boe thus — it makes me wretched too. 

TrUnmUt Would'st hatre me laugh ? 

Blanche* . Dear father, pardon me. 

Tell me your your grief in mo. 

Triboulet.' I thy Ask me not for mr^rc ; 

In this great woit^liome hate mo — some despise ; 

But here, at le^/.irhe^ro all is innocence, 
t am thy lOTered. No name 

Is holier thill a to his child. 

Blanche^ 1 

her). Ah, what heart respomKs like 


i love all^ else beside. 


Sit thee 
Art sure 
Together, 

Why 

Otheie;'l|at^^ 

Of sjteM^^ 
But I 


Gome, well talk of this. 

B Igiilii; me f Now that we are here 
m tend is clasped in mine, 
of anything but thee ? 
Tuuchsafea, ray child 1 
^i^thers, loving friends, 
IMJs!, a long pedigree 
idim numerous — 


But I Some men arc rich, 

Thou art Blanche ! my all. 

Some tmst i)^ i trust alone in thee. 

\Vliat or woman's love, 

For pomp or wealth 1 

Thesi^" m ^hou outweight’st them all ; 

Tboma^ my family— 

S^^ihee, happiness, TdigioD,’*hope — 
hl^infveme ; 1 :&nd them all in thee. 

From all but thee my soul shrinks, trembling, back. 

Oh, if I lost thee ! The distracting thought 
Would kiQ me, if it lived one instant more 1 
Smile on mo, Blanche ! thy pretty, artless smile, 
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So like thy mother’s ; she was«artless too. — 

You press your hand upon your brow, my ohildi 
Just us she did. My soul leaps forth to thiiie» 

Even in darkness — I can see thee still-— 

For t])Ou art day, and light, and life to / 

Blanche. Would I could make yoa hapjpy f v 
Tribrnikt Happy 1 Blanohol ; 

J am so happy when I gaze on thee— - " X" 

My very heart seems bursting with delight* ‘ 

[Passes his hand thr&ihgk and miles. 

What fine dark hair I I recollect it onoo \ ' , • 

So very liglit ! Who would believe it now f ’ 

Blanche. Some day, before the ourfew boQ baa 
You’ll let mo take a walk, and see the town! 

Triboukt. Oh, never, never 1 Thou haat not left itc^ 

Unless with Dame Berardo? 

Blanche. Oh, no ! . , ’ 

Ttiboulet. Beware I* ; 

Blanche. Forth, but to church, I go 1 

Triboukt (aside). She may be aOjWlfft " 

Pei liaps piifsued, tom from me, and diegroead. 
iiah ! wore it so ! the wretched jester’s daughter* 

There’s none would pity. (Aloud.) 1 beseech the^ |^|^|j^e^ 

Stir not abroad. — Thou know’st not how impure^ ■ 

How poisonous is the Paris air to woman : . .. 

How lioartless prodigales infest the streets, . - 
And courtiers baser still ! (Aside.) Oh, Hear^ 

Watch o’er, preserve her from the damping " 

And touch impure of libertines, whose breath 

Hath blighted flowers pure and fair as she. ! V ' 

Let e’en her dreams be holy I — H^re at least / / 

Her hapless father, resting from his woes, 

Shall breathe, with grateful heart, the sweet, perfume 
Of this fair rose of innocence and love ! 

[He buries his face in his hands and bursts into tears. 
Blanche. I’ll think no more of going out, dear fatlier, 

But do not weep. 
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TribouUU Thosettears relieve me, child. 

So much I laughed lost uight : — but I forget, 

The hour to bear my hated yoke draws nigh. 

Dear Blanche, adieu ! 

Blanche (embracing him). You’ll soon be here again* 

JViboulet, AiBB, I am not master of my will. 

Ho ! Dame Berarde t^Whene’er 1 visit here 

[An old duenna enters. 

None see me enter! 

Berarde, Nay. of course not, Sir ! 

This Street’s de^eited I 

[// is nm newrty darky the Kim appears outside the ivall, dis- 
guised in a dark*coioured dress. He examines the high 
wall and closed door with gestures of impatience and dis- 
appointment. 

Tribtndet. ^ Dearest Blanche, adieu t 

{to Damb Bbraude.) 

The door towm^ &e quay is ever closed ? 

I know a tonse i^ore lonely e’en than this, 

Near St. Ocmii^ 111 see to it to-morrow. 

Blanche. The tjOrsaei^ father, is so pleasant here, 

Above the gard^ : 

- Go not there, my child ! 

[He listens, 

Ha! footsteps 

[He goes and opens it, and locks out : the Kino slips 

intoai^rweess in the wall near the door, which Tribod let 
Uewst^iesL ^ ^ , 

Blanche {pak^big to the terrace). But may I not at night 
Breathe the puEc air 1 

Triboulei. Alas ! you might be seen. 

[ Hlhilst he is speaking to Blanche, his back towards the door, 
the Kino sUps in, unseen by all, and conceals himself be- 
hind a tree. 

{To Dame Berahdb.) 

You let no lamp from out the casement shine ! 

Berarde. Why, gracious powers 2 what man conld enter here ! 
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turm and seen the King behind the tree. Junt an die in 
afjout to cry out^ the King holds a pui'sc out to her, which 
she takes, tveiyhn in her hani, (md is sHent. 

Blanche (to Tricoulkt, who has been to examine the terrace with a 
lanieni ) — AVhy dost tbou looki — what fearoftt thou, my father] 
Trilouitt. Nought for myself, but OTorytfaiug for thee. 

Farewell, iiiy child ! 

[lie ayain folds her in his arms ; a ray ofUyhi from the lanti ni 
held hy^ Damr BicuAunE/af^ thotm ’ 

The Kiwj. The Devil !-*-TribhuletT bmghs). 

TribouloFn daughter ! — why, the jest’s diviuo* . 

Triboidet (retui'niny). A thought disturbs tmi:-rwben from 
church you come 
Has no one followed thee ? 

[Jilancke is confused and casts dmm her eyes, 
Berarde. Oh, never, Sir I 

Trihoulei. Shriek out ior help, if any one molest ^ 

Or stop thy path. 

Berarde. I’d scream and eall the guard. 

Trihoidei. Whoever knocks, keep closed to all the door. 

Berarde.^ Tho’ ’twere the King 1 

Tribonfet. Much more if ’twere the King. 

[He embraces Blanchb ayain, attd goes outytSarig^i^ shutiUy 
the door after him, , , , , ' N 

Scene 4. — Blanche, Dame Berarde, tee 
(During the first part of this scene the King sfiff behind 

the tree.) 

Blanche. Yet feels my heart remorse. 

Berarde. Remorse 1 — ^for wh^? 

Blanche. How sensitive to every fear he seema f . 

How every shadow darkens o’er hisWU 1 
Ev’n as he left, his eyes were wet with tears. 

Dear, good, kind father ! should 1 not have told 
How, every Sunday, when we leave the church, 

He follows me ! — you know ! — ^tbat fine young man ? 

Berarde. Why speak of that! — already, unprovoked, 

Your father’s humour sets most fierce and strange ; 
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Besides, of course, you hate this gentleman. 

Blanche. Hate him ! — Ah, no ! — Alas ! I shame to say, 

His imago never fades upon 'my mind ; 

But from the hour when first his looks met mine, 

Where’er I gaze, methinks I see him there. 

W'ould it were so ! Oh ! ’tia a noble form ! 

So gentle, yet so bold I so proud his mien ! 

Methinks upon a fiery courser’s back 
He’d look right nobly ! 

Daub BmABDX si&tds near t!ie Kino, he puts a haihlful oj 
hmd. 

Berarde, ' Well, he charms mo too; 

He’s so accomplished. 

BUmeht* Such a man must bo 

Berardes, Discreet and wise 1 

Blanche^ His looks reveal his heart; 

’Tis a great heart I 

Berarien ’ Oh, wonderful I immense! 

[At eWry cmiMes l&of Bsrabdb sprdb, ehe holde out her hand 
10 the ts&e puU mmey in it 
Blanche, t 

Berarde. Formidable ! 

Blanche. ' ^ Yet so kind ! 

Berarde. So taiderl 

Blanche. Generous ! 

Berarde. Magnificent I 

Blanche. ^ All that can please ! 

Berarde. , His shape without a fault, — 

His eyeay hia noe^ hisfcflrhhead. 

\Miiib eut her hand for money at each word. 
The King {aside^ » Nay, by Jove, 

If sl mjgto ires in detail, Fm undone : 

No ^^^8 xasUt; I’m stripped of all. 

I love to speak of him. 

Berarde. I know it, child. 

The King {aside^ ii^i^g money). Oil upon fire, 

Berarde. ^ So tall, kind, handsome, good, 
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(Jreat hearted, generous. 

King {aside). There ! She*s off agoia 

Bcrarde. ’Tis some great iiobleinaDf his aini so grand, 

His glove 1 noted, broidered on with gold, 

[The King makes signs^ when she MU met her hand, that he 
has nothing UJU 

Blanche. Oh no I 1 would not he we«0 Hofa or great, 
lint some poor country student ; for I think 
He’d love me better. 

Bcrarde. Well, it may be so, 

If you prefer it I (Aside.) Heavens ! what a tastol 
These love sick girls will move by contrariea , 

[Again holding met her hamfto the King. 
(Aloud.) But this I*m sure, he loves you to detfair. 

[The KnfO gives nothing. 

(Aside. ) Is he then drained ? No money, Sir I no praise ! ' 
Blanche. How long it seems till Sunday eomea again 1 

Until 1 see him, sadness with my soul 
Dwells uigl^ and day ; when on the altar last 
My humble gifts I placed, he seemed as though 
ilc would have spoken. How my heart did throb 1 / ^ 

Oh, I am sure, love hath possessed him too 1 
My image novel*, never quits his mind. 

Different from other men, his looks sincere 
Tell me no woman fills his heart but me; 

That, shunning pleasure, solitude he seeks 
To think on me. 

Berarde. [Making a last effort, holding out her hand to King. 

1 stake my head ’tis true I 

The King (taking off a ring and giving it to Bbrsbob). 

This for thy head. ^ 

Blanche. Oh, how I wish, whene'er 

I think of him by day, and dream by night, 

He were beside me : 1 would toll him then, 

Be happy ; oh be mine, for thee— 
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\Thc Kino comes fiom behind the (rccy and stretches out his 
arms towards her^ Roing on his knee whilst she has her 
face turned from him. When she looks round again he 
speaks^ finishing her speech. 

The King. I love I 

frjny oil ; oh, ooas© not J say thou lov’st me, Blanclio : 

Luve fiouncli) so siveetty from a lip like thiac. 

Blanche {fnghimed^ ioedcs round for I>ame Beuaroe, uho has 
pyrposelg dimppeared). 

Oh ! ]’m betrayed^ alone, and none to help ! 

The King.^ Two happy lov.'rs are themselves a world. 

Blanche, ^ Whence come you, Sir 1 

IVte King,*. Prom heaven or from hell, 

^ Tjs of no import — angoli man, or fiend, 

1 love thee i 

Blanche, Heavens I if my father knew 

I hope none saw you enter 1 Leave me, Sir ! 

The King, Leate thee, whilst trcmhliug in my arms you rest, 
And I am thine, and thou art all to me 1 
Thou lov’st me f’ 

Blanche (cceftmd^ Oh, you listened ! 

The King, ’Tis most true ; 

What sweeter znmne ccmld I listen tu ? 

Blanche {mpplieatmg)^ Well, if you love, leave me for love’s 
own sake. 

The King, Leave thee, when now my fate is linked w ith thine ! 
Twin stiirSf in one horiaon, douhlj^ bright, ^ 

When heaven itself has chosen me to wake 
Within thy virgin breast the dawn of love, 

That soon shall blaze like noon 1 ’Tis the soul’s sun ; 

Dost feel its soft and gentle flame ? 

• Vid^Hugo’s lines run thus 

“ Quand notre double 6toile au meoie Ijorixon brille ! ’* 

But as 1 cannot find that dcubte hiars were at all suspected in the days of 
I’ l-nncis the First, I have taken the Ul>crly to avoid the aoachronisin by a 
slight aUcration of the text. 
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The monarch's crown, that death confei*s or takes, — 

Tho cruel glory of inhuman war ; 

l"hc hero’s name, the rich man’s vast domains,— 

All these are transient, vain and earthly things. 

To this poor world, where all beside doth fade, 

Hut one jjure joy remains, — 'tis love I 'tis love I, 

DiVir Hlanche, such happiness T bring to thee* . . 

Life is a flower, and love its nectarod juice, 

*Tis like the eagle mated with tho dove,— 

’Tis trembling innocence with strength allied,***- 
’Tis like this little hand, thus lost in mine. 

Oh let us love ! \TIt mtrac&i k$r; she resists. 

Blanche. No ! leave me 1 

Beravde {cuidey peeping out from the terraoe)^ All goes well 1 
She’s suiux'd 1 * 

'The King. Oh, tell me thou dost love I 

Beravde (aside). The wretch I 

The King. Blanche, say it o’er again. 

Blanche (lending down her eyes)* You heard nie once. 

You know it. 

The King. Then Fm happy I 

Blanche- Fm undone i 

The King, No, blest with me! 

Blanche. Alas I I know you not I 

Tell mo your name. 

Beravde (aside). High time tO thix^ crf that. 

Blanche. You are no nobleman, no courtier, sure ; 

My father fears them. 

'The King. No, by heaven ! — (Aside.) Let’s see (As deliherates). 
Godfrey Melune l*m called, a student poor. 

So poor ! 

Berarde (who is just counting the momey he Aos given Acr, 
holds up her hand). 

(Aside.) The liar ! 

[Enter De Pienne amd Pardaillan ; they carry a dan'k lantern^ 
and are commled in doaks. 

De Pienne (to Pabdaillan). Here Tis, chevalier ! 
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Ikrarde (runs down from tJie terrace). Voices outside 1 hear. 

Blanche, Ob, heaven t mj fatlier. 

Dame Berarde (to the KinV}). Leave us ! — away ! 

The King, What traitor mars my bliss ? 

Would that my hands were grasping at his throat 1 

Blanche (to Bsbabds). Quick ! quick !— Oh, save him 1 0;>o 
the little gate 

That leads towards the quay. 

The King, Leave thee so soon ! 

Wilt love tchmorrow, BlaneheT 

Blanche, And thou t 

The King. For ever ! 

Blanche. Thou tnay’st deceive ; for IVe deceived my father. 

The King, Never I — One kiss on those bright eyes ! 

Blanche, No I No ! 

[The Eikq^ m spite of her remtanccy sdtes her in his arim and 
hUm her several times, 

Berarde. A most infuriate lover, )>y my soul ! 

[Exit the King, with BKUAKUii. 

P^LAlfOBa iwmtttns for some time wUh Iwr eyes fixed on the door 
ihrOU^ uhiA the £mo has passed ; she then enters the house. 
MsemuiMUths street is filled with Col'etiers, armed and wear- 
ing mcm&es and masques, De Gordes, De Cosse, De Brion, 
Ds MoiVTEOBBNcnr, Ds Moktchenu, and Clement ^Iarot, join 
Db Pimm and Pabdaillan. The n igh t is n ry dark— the Ian- 
(hams they earryars dosed. They make signals of reeogmiion^ 
and poixd oul Trisoulet’s house. A set'cani attends them 
hearing a sealing ladder, 

Scim 5, — BuLKOHB-^tAe Courtiers. Afterwards Triboulkt. 
Blanche comes out on the terrace ; she holds a flambeau in 
herkaund vhiehdhrows its light upon her countenance. 

BUmd^i €k>dfrey Melune 1 Oh, name that 1 adore, 

Be my heart ! 

De Bimne (to the Courtiers). ' Messieurs, *tis she I 

De Gordes, Some bourgeois beauty ; how I pity yon, 




THE KING'S AMCSEMENT 


393 


Who cast your nets amongst the vulgar throng. 

\As he S2)edh^ Blanchb turm rounds and the lujht falls full 
on her features, • 

De Pknne. What think you now! 

I own the jade is lair. 

De (Jordes, An angel, fairy, — an accomplished grace. 
PardaUlan, Is this the mistress of our Triboolet t 
The rascal ! i ^ 

De Gordes. Scoundrel ! 

Marot Beauty and the Beast I 

'Tin just 1 Old Jupiter would cross the breed. " ‘ 

De Pienne. Enough ! we came to punish Tribottlet ; 

We are all here, determined, well prepared, 

\N'ith hatred armed, — aye, and a ladder too,~ 

Scale we the walls, and having seized the fair, 

Convey her to the Louvre ! Our good king 
Shall greet the beauty at his morning’s lev^e. 

De Coss^, And straightway seize her, as most lawful prey. 
3farot Oh, leave the Devil and Fate to settle that. 

De Gwdes, *Tis a bright jewel, worthy of a eronn. 

• [Enter Triboitlbt absaidied^n thought, 

Tribovlet Still I return, — and yet 1 know not 
The old man cursed me ! . ^ 

[In the dark he runs againftlpn Gordes. 

Who goes there ? 

De Gordes {runs back to the cmepiratorSf and tshdsgpgrf). 

Messieurs, 

’Tis Triboulet I 

De Cossl. Oh, double victory I 
Let’s slay the traitor ! 

De Fienne. Nay, good Count, — not so 
Pray, how, to-morrow, could we laugh at him 1 
De Gordes. Oh, if he’s killed, the joke’s not half so droll. 

De Cossi. He’ll spoil our plans. 

Marot, No ! leave you that to me,— 

I’ll manage all. 

Tribodet {aside). 


Some whispering I hear. 
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Marot {going up to Tkiboulet). 

Wli.'itl Triboulet! 

Triboulet {fiercely). * Who's there 1 
Marot Don’t eat mo up 1* 

Tis I. 

Triboulet. What 1 1 
Marot Marot. 

THhouIei. The night's so dark. 

Marot Satan baa made an inkstand of the sky. 

Triboulet Why are you here 1 
“Marot We come (you surely guess) ; {he laughs). 

De OosBu’s wife we aim at, for tho King. 

Triboulet Ah, excellent 1 

De Coed (aeide). Would I could break his bones ! 

Triboidet. How would you enter, — not by open force ? 

Ma/rot {to Da Cobs£). Give me your key. (De Coss6 him 
the IseyJ) {To Triboulet.) This will ensure succcrh. 
Feel you De arms engraved thereon 1 

Triboulet {aMe^ feeling the key). Three leaves serrate; I 
know the aoutoheon well, — 

There stands his house. What silly fears were mined 
iyetuming the key to Marot.) 

If all you purpose be to steal tho wife 
Of fat Do C!oas^ — 'faith, I'm with you too. 

Marot We are all piesqiied. 

Triboulet Give mo a mask as well. 

[Afarot paiU oh a mask, and ties it with a thick handkeichUj^ or 
bandage^ covering both Tkiboulet's et/es and ears. 

Marot {to Triboulet). You guard the ladder. 

Triimtht. Are there many here 1 

I can see nothing. 

Me^rot. *Ti8 so dark a night {to the Courtiers). 

Walk as you will, and talk without disguise, 

The trusty bandage blinds and deafens him. 

CPhe Ooubhers moxinl the ladder^ hurst open the door of f/w terrace 
and enter the house. Sooti aftcncards one returns, and ojteus 
the door of the court-yard from %cUhin. Thci^ the whole body 
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nwA out, henring Blanchk, half sKuisclm. Afh r they have left 
the stage, Iter voice is heard in the distance. 

Blanche {m the distance). Hefp ! help mo, father ! 

Co 2 ir tiers {in the distance). Victoiy 1 8be*s ours ! 

Tribouki {at iht bottom of the ladder)^ How long imist I 
stand doing peuanjco here 1 
Will thc}^ never finish ? Soh ! Til wait no more. 

{He Uars off tfte mask, and discovers the bandage.) Ilah ! xwy 
eyes bandaged ! 

[ilc tears off the innsk and handoge. Bu the light ofalanihorn left 
behind, on, the ground, he sees something tdvikyivhUhhe takes up, 
and discovers to he his daughter's veil. Jfe looks fmnd--ihe 
ladder u agaimt his otm tmW— ilu* toaUkdoot is open, lie 
rushes into his house like a madman, and re^mu draggbig out 
Dame Bekahde, half dressed axid searedy awake. He looks 
round in a state of hetmlderment and ststpor, iemrs hti hair, and 
utters some inxirticsihie sounds of agony. At last hit voice re- 
turiw~-/w bi'eahs forth bvto a cry of despair. 

Oh, the curse !— -the curse ! 

yiefailt 4o0n in a swoon. 

9 

ACT I1L~THB KIHG. 

Scene 1 . — Jifujal aid€ch<tird)erat the Lmim^ffurmehedm Hie slyk of 
the lienaissanee. Near the frmit of the stage, A Uff»fe, chair, and 
footstool. At the fedtfc of the scene, a large door richly gilt. On 
the left, the door of the King’s deeping apartmmd^ covered with 
a tapestry hawjing. On the right, a beanf^ with vessels vf 
porcelain a'tid gold. The door at the hack opem osi to a tunmi 
with garden hetdnd. 

The Courtiers. 

De Gordes. Tis fit we plan the end of this adventure, 

He rienne. Not SO j let Triboulet still writhe and groiin, 

Ne’er dreaming that his love lies hidden here ! 

De Cossi, Aye, let him search the world. Yet, hold, my lord- 1 
The palace guard our secret might betray. 
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7)c MQnichmdi^ Throughout the Louvre all are ordeix'd well : 
They’ll swear no woman came last night within. 

rardaiUan, Besides, to make the matter darker still, 

A knave of mine, well versed in strategy, 

Called at the poor fool’s house and told he saw. 

At dead of night, a struggling woman borne 
To Hautefort’s palace. 

Marot (taiea out a letter). This lost night scut I ; 

(He reads.) ** Your mistress, Triboulet, 1 st^lc ; 

If her fair image dwells with thee, 

Long may that image fill tliy soul ; 

But her sweet self leaves France with me.” 

Signed with a flourish, John de Nivelles. 

(CouRTiEBS all lav^h vociferomly,) 
PardaUlan. Gods 1 what a chase ! 

De Coss4. His grief is joy to me. 

De Oordes. Aye, let the slave, in agony and tears, 

With clenching hands, and teeth that gnash with rage. 

Pay in one day our long arrears of hate. 

[The door of tite Boyed aparttmni opm>% a, id thn Kino enhrs^ 
dressed in a magn\ficmt morniny dress ; he is accompitukd by 
Ds Pmsfirs ; the Courtjebs draw near. The Kj^g and De 
PxRiiKS lanyh immoderately. 

The King {pointing to the dist4int door). She’s there ! 

De Pienne (laughing). The loved one of onr Triboulet. 

I'he King (laughing). Steal my FSoI’s mistress ! — Excellent, 
i'faith 1 

De Pienne, Mistress or wife 1 
The King (aside). A wife and daughter too 1 
So fond a fool I ne’er imagined him 1 
De Pienne. Shall 1 produce her now 1 
The King. Of course, Pardieu ! 

[Da PiENKB Zeatw3 the room, emd returtis immediately, leading in 
Blanche, closely veiled and trembH%ig. The King sits down 
tn his ehnir, in a careless attitude. 

De Pienne. Enter, fair dame ; then tremble as you will. 
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UelioLl the King! 

Bfnnche veiled). So young ! — Is that the King 1 

[*S7tc throm hersdf at his /cct. At the Jirst souiul of Blaschk’s 
voicey the King startsy and then signs the Courtiers tp retire, 

S( ENE 2 .— The Knfa— B laj^chk. The Knro, uhm l^t alone u'lth 
Bean'CHk, talces the veil from her faee^ 

Thf King, r»i:inchoI 

Blanche, Godfrey Mclune I Oh, Heav’n I 
The King {hvr sting into a fit of laTighter), Now, by my faitli ! 
AVliotlicr *tis chance or planned, the gain is mine. 

Blanche I my beautiful, my heart’s delight, 

(auho to my arm*s 1 

Blanche {rising and shrinking hack). The King forgive mo, 
Sire; 

Indeed, I know not what to say. — Good Sire, 

Godfrey Melune ; — but .c 1 you are the King. 

{Sh^ falls on her hsees again,) 
Whoe’er thou art, alas ! have mercy on me t 

The King,* Mercy on thee J my Blanche, whom I «^bre ! 
Francis confirms the love that Godfrey gave. 

I love, thou lovest, and we both are blest. 

The name of King dims not the lover’s flame* 

You deemed me, once, a scholar, clerk, 

Lowly in rank, in all but learning poor ; ^ 

And now that chance hath marie me nobler bom. 

And crowned me King, is that sufficient cause 
To hold me suddenly in such abhorrence ? 

I’ve not the luck to be a serf — what then t 

( 2 %« ILxw lmgJis heartily) 
Blanche {aside), Ob, how he laughs ! — and I with shame could 
die ! 

The King, What f6te8,'what sports and pageants, shall be 
ours ! 

What whispered love in garden and in grove 1 
A thousand pleasures that the night conceals 
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I’liy happy future gniftcfl on mine own — 

Wo*ll be two lovers wedtled in delight. 

Age must steal on, and wHat is human life? 

A paltry stuff, of mingled toil and care, 

Which love with stiurry light doth spangle o’er; 

Without it, trust me, ’tis a sorry rag — 
lilanche, *tis a theme Tve oft reflected on, 

And this is wisdom ; — Honour Heaven above, 

Eat, drink, be inen*y, crow’ning all with love ! 

lUaiiche (cmfmnded and shiuldet'irifj). Oh, how unlike the pic- 
ture fancy drew I 

The King. What, did you think me, then, a solemn fool, 

A trembling lover, spintless and tame, 

W'ho thinks all women ready to expire 
With melting sympathy, because he sighs 
And wears a sad and melancholy face 1 
Blanche. Oh, leave me I — {A Bide.) Wretched girl I 
llie King. Kiiow’at who 1 am ? — 

Why, France— -a nation — fifteen million souls — 

Gold, honour, pleasures, powder uncurbed by law', 

All, all are mine reign and rule o’er all • 

I am their sovereign, Blanche, but thou art mine — 

I am their King^ Blanclie, wilt not be my Queen I 
Blache. Tlie Queen ! Your wife ! 

The. King {laughing heartily). N(» ! virtuous innocence; 

The Queen, my mistress : ’tis the fairer name. 

Blanche. Thy mistress I Shame upon thee I 
The King. Hah ! so proud 1 

Bhtnche (indignantly). I’ll ne’er be such ! My father can pro- 
tect me 1 

The King. My poor Buffoon ! my Fool ! my Triboiilet 1 
Tliy father’s mine ! — my property ! my slave ! 

His will’s mine own ! 

Blanche (weeping). Is he, too, yours? sole (rut. 

T'he King (/ailing on his hneee). Dear Blanche! too dear to me! 

Oil, weep not thus I but, pressed against my heiirt 

[He endeavours to embrace her. 
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B1 (incite. Forbear ! 

Tlvt King, Say but again, thou lov’st me, Blancljo ! 

Blanche. No ! no ! — ’tie passed. 

The King, Fve pained thee thoughtlessly. 

Nay, do not sob ! Bather than force from thee 
Those precious drops, my Blanche, I’d die with diame, 

Or pass before my Kingdom and my court 
For one unknown to gallantry and fame. 

A King, — and make a woman weep ! Ye gods ! 

Bfanrhc. *Tis all a cheat ! I know you jest with me 1 
If you be King, let me be taken home. 

My fatlier weeps for me. I live hard by 
Do Cosse s palace ; but you know it well. 

Alas ! who are you ? I’m bewildered ! — ^lost 1 
Dragg’d like a victim here ’midst cries of joy } 

My brain whirls round. ’Tis but a frightful dream I ^ 

You; that 1 thought so kind. (Weeping.) Alas ! 1 think 
I love you not 1 (ftiuhk. y starting hack), 

I do but fear you now ! 

The King (trying to tale her in his arms). You fear tne, Blanche ! 
Blanche (hsisting). Have pity 1 # 

The King (seizing her in his arms). Well, at least 
One pardoning kiss ! 

Blanche (struggling). No ! no I 

The King (laughing), (Asvh) How strange a girl ! 

Blanche (forces herself away). Help ! Ah I that'^door I 

\She sees the door of the Kino’s otm room^ rushes in^ and 
closes it violently. 

The King (taking out a little hey from his girdle), 

’Tis lucky I’ve the key ! 

[lie opens the door^ rushes in^ and locks it hehind him.. 
Marot (who has Men watching for some time at the dofn' at the 
hack of the stage). She flies for safety to the King’s own charnUT ! 
Alas ! poor lamb ! (He caUs to D« Gobdes, who is outside.) 

Hey, count ! 

He Gardes (peeping in). May we return % 
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SuKNK 3 .— Mabot — I’ fiK Courtiers — Triboulet. All tlie Couutters 
c<»iie in txcept De Pienne, who Temains watchhvj at the door, 
Marot {pointing to the door). The sheep seeks refuge iti the 
lion's den 1 

Pardcdllan {overjoyed). Oh, ho ! poor Triboulct 1 

De Pimne (entering). Hush 1 hush ! he comes ! 

Bo all forewarned ; assume a careless air. 

Marot, To none but me he spoke, nor can he guess 
At any here. 

Pardaillan, Yet might a look betray. 

[Enter Triboulet. IJ is appearance is unaltered. 
He has the usual dress and> thoughtless de- 
poriment of the JesUr^ only he is very pale, 
[De Pienne appears to be enga:ied in cotwersation^ 
hut is privately making signs and gestures 
to some of the yoting nobles^ who can 
scarcely repress their laughter, 

Triboulet {advancing slowly to the front of the stage). 

They all have done this t guilt is in their looks : — 

Yet where oonoeatod herl — It were vain to ask — 

But to be scoffed afl 

[jGTe goes up to Marot with a gay and smiling air. 
Ah, Pm so rejoiced 

To see you took no cold last night, Mai*ot. 

Marot, Last night ! 

Triboulet {affecting to treat it aJi a jest). 

The trick, I own, was neatly played. 

Marot, The trick I 

Trihoulei, Aye ! well contrived 1 

Marot, Why, man, hist night. 

When curfew tolled, ensconced between the sheets 
I slept so soundly, that the sun was high 
This mom when 1 awoke. 

TribouUt {affecting to hdieve), I must have dreamed. 

[Triboulet sees a whiit handkerchief upon the table, ami 
darts upon it; he examines the initials. 
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L\mJa\Ua)ii (to Db Pibnnb), See, Duke, how ho devours my 
handkerchief 1 

Trihovilci (tvith a sigh). Not hers ! 

iJe Pienne (to the young CoimTlERS, who cannot conhol th^ir 
laughter). Nay, gentlemen, what stirs yonr mirth ? 

Dc Gardes (pointing to iUmvr). 'Tia he, by Jupiter ! 

Trihouht. They’re strangely moved. 

SIc(‘ps the King yet, my lord t (advancing to D» PlBNSB.) 

JJt Pienne. lie doth, good Fool. 

Triboulct. Methinks I hear some stir within his room. 

[He attempts to appromh tliA door, 
De Pienne (prevmting him). You’ll wake his Majesty ! 

De Gardes (to Pakdaillan). Viscounty hear this :-^ 

Miirot (the rascal) tells a pleasant tale, 

lluw the three Guys, returning Heaven knows whence, 

Found each, last night, — what sayest thou, Buflbont— 

His loving wife with a gallant t 
J/arot Concealed ! 

TrihouleU Ah, ’tis a wicked world in which we live I 
De Cossi, Woman’s so treacherous I 
Trihovlet. * My Lord, take heed I 

De Cossi, Of whatl 

THloulet Beware I the case may be your own ; 

Just such a pleasant tale of you they tel) ; 

E’en now there’s something peeps above your ears. 

[Madees a of horns. 

De Cossi (in a fury). Hah ! 

Trilmdet (speaking to the Courtiers, and pointing to Ds Coss^:). 
Tis indeed an animal most rare ; 

When ’tis provoked, how strangely wild its cry I 
Hah t (mimicking De Cossi^}. 

[TJic (Tourtiers laugh at De Co^hL 
Enter a Gentleman hearing the QueerCs Ivm'y, 

De Pienne. Vandragon ! what now f 

Gentleman. Her Majesty 

Would see the King on matters of import. 

[De Pieeke makes signs that it is ivipossible, 

2 c 
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Gmthman. Marlame de Brcze is not witli him now ! 

De Pienm {anyrilt/). The King still sleeps ! 

Gentleman. Ilow, Duke 1 — a moment past 

Voii were together I 


De Pienne {makee ngne to the Gekileman, whov'ill not nnder- 
etatid him^ and which Tbiboulet ohsenm with hreaihleu 
atiention). 


He has joined the chase. 

Gentleman. Indeed I without a horse or huntsman then, 
For all his equipages wait him here. 

De Pienne. Confusion ! {Then in a rape to the messenger.) 
Now, Sir, will you understand ? 

The King sees nobody to-day. 

Trihoulet {in a voice of thunder). She’s here I 

Sho’s with the King I (77t« Courtiers are edarmed.) 

De Gordcs. What she? — I’faith he raves, 

Trihoulet Ah, gentletnen, well know you what I moan ; 
Nor shall you fright me from my purpose now. 

She, whom last night you ravished from my homo — 

Base cowards all !— •Mwitmorency, Brion, 

Do Pienne, and Satan (for with fiends you’re leagued), 

She’s here,^he’0 miae ! 

De Pienne. W^hat then, my Trihoulet 1 

You’ve lost a mistress I Such a form as thine 
Will soon find others. 

Trihoulet {in a loud tro^). Give me back my child ! 

Courtiers {e^ppalled). His child 1 

TmhouUt. My daughter ! Do you taunt me now t 

Why, wolf es and courtiers have their offspring too. 

And wh^ot 1 1 Enough of this, my lords ; 

If ’twere a jest, ’tis ended now ! You laugh, — 

You whisper ! Villains ! ’twas a heartless deed. 

Ill tear her from you. Give me back my child I 
She’s there I 


[He rushes to the doer of the King’s room. All the Courtiers 
inter]^ and j)rcv€nt him. 
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JfavoL Hb folly has to madness turned. 

Trilmdet Base courtiers I demons J fawning race accurst ! 

A maidenb honour is to you as naught — 

Your wives and daughters (if they chance to please) 

Belong to him. The virgin’s sacred name 
Is ileemcd a treasure, burdensome to bear : 

A woman’s but a field — a yielding farm, 

Lot out to royalty. The rent it brings, 

A government, a title, ribbon, star I 
Not one amongst yo give mo back the lie. 

'Tis true, base robbers ! you would sell him all I 
{to De Goudes) — Your sister, sir ! 

{to Pauoaillan) — Y our mother! 

{to De Buion) — You I — Your wife ! 

Who shall believe it ? — Nobles, dukes, and peers ; 

A Vermandois from Charlemagne who springs : 

A Brioii from Milanb illustrious duke ; 

A Gordcs Simiane ; a Bienne ; a Pardaillan ; 

And you, Montmorency 1 What names are these 
Who basely steal away a poor maub child ? 

0 never frofn such a high and ancient race, 

Such blazons proud, sprung dastards such as ye, 

But from some favoured lacquoy’s stolen embrace : 

You’re bastards all 1 

De Gordes, Bravo, Buffoon I 

TrUioraht. How much , 

Has the King given for this honoured service f 
You’re paid, — I know it. [2Ws hi% hair, 

I, who had but her, — 

What can the King for me I He cannot give 
A name like yours, to hide me from mine own : 

Nor shape my limbs, nor make my looks more smooth. 

Hell ! — ^he has taken all 1 I’ll ne’er go hence 
Till she’s restored I Look at this trembling hand|— 

Tis but a serfs ; no blood illustrious there 
Unarmed you think, because no sword it bears,— 

But with my nails I’ll tear her from ye all I 
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[lie rudtes a^ain at th^ door — M tJie Couktiers close ujMni him ; he 
sirugylea dct^peratcly ft/r same time, hut at lengthy exfiaustedf he 
faUs <m his hvees at tl^ front of the stage. 

All ! all combined against me 1 ten to one ! 

(Turning to Mauot.) 

lloliold those tears, Marot ! — Be merciful ; 

Tiiino is a soul inspired. Ob, have a heart ! 

Toll me she*s here ! Ours is a common cause, 

For thou alone, amidst this lordly tlirong, 

Hast wit and souse. Marot! — Oh, good Afarot ! 

(Tui'ns to the Courtiers.) 
Even at your feet, my Lords, I sue for grace : 

Tni sick at heart ; alas, be merciful I 

Some other day Til bear your humoui-s better ; 

For many a year, your poor mis-sbaped Buffoon 
Has made you sport — aye, when his heart would break. 

I*\irgive your Tiiboulet, nor vent your spleen 
On one so helpless ; give me back my child — 

My only treasure — all that I possess ! 

Without her, notlilng in this world is mine. 

Be kind to me 1 another night like this 
Would sear my brain, and whiten o’er my liair. 

[The door of the Kino’s room openSf a)id Blanche, agitated and 
disordered^ rushes outy a?«l, witfi aery of terror y tJirom herself 
into herfath^*s arms. 

Blanche. My father, ah! (She buries her head in Ik r father's 
bosom.) 

Triboulet. My Blanche ! my darling child ! 

Look ye, good Sirs, the last of all my race. 

Dear angel l—Geutlemen, you’ll bear with me — 

You’ll pai'don, I am sure, those tears of joy. 

A child like this, whose go a tie innocenco 
Even to look on makes the heart more pure, 

Could not be lost, you’ll own, without a pang. [to Blanche. 
Fear nothing now ; ’twas but a thoughtless jest, 

Something to laugh at — How they frightened thee t 

Confess it, Blanche. [Embraces her fondly. 
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lint Vm so happy now, 

My heart’s so lull, I never knew before 

Jlow much I loved, I laugh, that once did weep 

To lose thee ; yet to bold thee thus again, 

Is surely bliss. — But thou dost weep, my child t 

Blaric?ie (covering her face with her hand)^ Oh, hide me from 
my shame ! 

Trihoulet (starting). What mcan’st thou, Blanche! 

Blanche (pointing to the Couiitikhs), Not before these ; I’d 
blush and speak, alone. 

Trihoulet (turns in an agony to the KiNO*s door). Monster! — 
Slie too ! 

Blanche (sobbing and falling at his feet). Alone with thee, my 
father 1 

Trilovlet (striding towards the Courtiers). Go, get thee hence I 
And if tho King pretend 
To turn his steps this way, 

(to Vkrma'\»ois) You're of his guard I 
Tell him he dare not 1 — Trihoulet is here 1 

Be Bienne, Of all the fools, no fool e'er equalled this. 

Be Gerdt'S, To fools and children sometimes mtist we yield. 

Yet will wo w^ateb without. 

\Exeunt all the C0URTJKB8 hut Ds Co8S<^. 

Trihoulet, Speak freely to me, Blanche, (lie turns and sees I)k 
C oss£. In a voice of thunder). You heard me, Sir ? 

Be CoBsd (retiring precipitately). These fools pcmiit thcmsolvt s 
strange liberties. 

Scene 4. — Triboulbt—Blanchb. 

Trihoulet (gravely and sternly). Now, speak 1 

Blanche (with downcast eyes^ interrupted by sobs). Dear fat licr, 
'twas but yesternight 

He stole within the gate (She hides her face.) 

I cannot sppik. 

[Triboulet presses her in his arms^ om kisses her forelicful 
tenderly. 
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But long ago (1 should have told you then), 
lie followed me, yet spoke not, and at church, 

As sure as Sunday came, this gentleman 

Trihovlet {fiercely). The King ! 

Blanche, —Passed close to me, and ns I think, 

Disturbed my chair, that I might look on him< 

Last night he gained admittance. 

TriboulcU Stop, my child ; 

ril spare thy shame the pang of telling it ; 

I guess the rest. (He elands erect,) 

Oh, sorrow most complete ! 

His loathsome touch has withered on thy brow 
The virgin wreath of purity it wore, 

And in its stead has loft the brand of shame i 

'I'he once pure air that did environ thee 

His breath has sullied. Oh, my Blanche ! my child ! 

Once the sole refuge of my misery, 

The day that woke me from a night of woe, 

The soul through which mine own had hopes of Heaven, 

A veil of radiance, covering my disgrace, 

Tho liaven still for one by all accurst, 

An angel left by God to bless my tears, 

The only sainted thing I e’er did trust I 
What am I now 1 Amidst this hollow court. 

Where vice, and infamy, and foul debauch, 

With riot wild, and bold eftroutery, reign ; 

These eyes, aweary with the sight of crime, 

Turned to thy guileless soul to hud repose ; 

Then could I bear my fate, my abject fate, 

My tears, the pride that swelled my bursting heart, 

The witty sneers that sharpened on my w^oes — 

Yes, all the pangs of sorrow and of shame 
I could endure, but not thy wrongs, my child ! 

Aye, hide thy face and weep ; at thy young age 
Some part of aiiguiqb may escape in tears ; 

Pour what thou can'st into a father’s heart. (Abstractedly,) 
But now, enough. The matter once despatched, 
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We leave this city, — aye, if I escape ! 

[Turning with redoubled rage Co the Kixa*a ehamher. 
Francis the First ! May God, who h^ars my prayer, 

Dig in thy path a bloody sepulchre, 

And hurl thee dowu, unshrived, and gorged witli sin 1 
Blanclit ((wic/tf). Grant it not, Heaven ! for I love him still. 

Be Bienne {speaking outside). De Montchenfi, guaid hence to 
the Bastile 

Monsieur St. Vallier, now your prisoner. 

Enter St. Vallieii, Montohbnu, and Soldiers. 

St. Vallier. Since neither Heaven doth strike, nor pitying man 
Hath answered to my curse on this proud King, 

Steeped to the lip in crime, — why, then ’tis sure 
The monarch prospers, and my curse is vain. 

Trihovlet {turning rcnind^ and confronting him). Old man, ^tis 
false ! There’s one shall strike for thee ! 

40T IV.—BLANCHB. 

ScEN’E 1.— r/w scene represents the Place de la Grbve, near la Tourndle, 
an ancient gate of the city of Paris. On the right is a miscrMc 
hove which pnrporisj by a rude to he a home of entertainment, 
or auherge of the Imvtst dcscriptwn. The front of the house is 
towards the spectators, and is so arranged that the inside is easily 
seen. The lower room is loretchedly furnished. There is a table, a 
large chimney, and a narr(yio staircase leading to a sort of hft or 
garret above, containing a truckle bed, easily Hen through the window. 
The side of the building to the left of the actor Has a door which 
opetis inwards. The toall is dilapulated, and so fuU of chinks and 
apertures, that what is passing in the home may he witnessed by an 
observer outside. The renuUnder of the stage reprennis the Grt\re. 
On the left is an old ruined wall and parapet, at the foot of which 
runs the river Seine, In the distance beyond the river is seen the 
old City of Paris. 

Triboulbt — Blanche outside — Saltadadil inside the house. 
[During the whole of this scene TkosoJjLET has the appearance of one 
aThxious and fearful of surprise. Saltabaiul sits in the 
auherge, near the table, engaged in cleaning his belt, and not 
hearing what is passing without. 
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Triho%dft. Thou lov’st him hi ill? 

Blanche, For ever ! 

TrihouUt, Yet I gave 

Full time to cure thee of this senseless dream, 

Blanche, Indeeid* I love him. 

TrihovleL Ah, *tis 'iv'oman’s heart ! 

But, Blanche, explain thy reasons — why dost love? 
Blanche, I know not. 

Triboulet *Tis most strange I — incredible ! 

Blanche, Not so 1 — It may be *tis for that I love — 
Say that a man doth risk his life for ours, 

Or husband bring us riches, rank, and fame, 

Do women therefore love? — In truth, I know, 

Ail ho hath brought me are but wrongs and shame. 

And yet I love him, tho* I know not why. 

Whatever is linked with him ne’er quits my mind. 

’Tis madness, father ! Oan’st thou pardon still ? 

'J'iioiigh ho hath wronged, and thou art ever kind, 

For him Td die as surely as for thee. 

Trihovlet^ I do forgive thee. 

Blanche, Then he loves me too. 

Trihoidet, Insensate ! — No ! 

Blanche. He pledged his faith to mo, 

And with a solemn oath confirmed his vows, 

Such loving things ! — with such resistless grace 
Ho speaks, no woman’s heart his timth can doubt. 

His words, his looks, so eloquent, so kind, 

’Tis a true King, a handsome, and a brave ! 

Tnbonh t. Tis a cold, perjured, and relentless fiend ! 
Yet ’scapes ho not my vengeance. 

Blanche, Dearest father, 

You once forgave him. 

Trihonlet. Till the snare was spread 

For his dork villainy, I dare not strike. 

Blanche. Tis now a month — (I tremble ns I speak) — 
You seemed to love the King. 

Tnhmht. ’T\ya5 but pretence ; 
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Thou sljalt have vengeance ! 

Blanche, Father, spare yaur chili 

Trihouht, Thy senseless passion ’might be turned to hate, 

If he deceived thee. 

Blanche, He ! Til ne^er believe it ! 

Trihouht, What if those eyes, that plead his cause with tears, 
]k*held his perfidy — would*st love him still? 

Blanche, I cannot tell. He loves me 1 nay, adores. 

^'I’was but last night 

Trihoulet {intetrupUng her,, eneeritigly). What time t 

Blanche, About this hour. 

Trihouht. Tlien witness here, and, if thou can’st, forgive ! 

[He draws her to the houses and directs her gaze through one of the 
apeiiures in the teal/, where all that passes within may he aecH. 

Blanche. Nought but a man I see. 

Trihoulet. Look now ! 

' [The Kino, dressed as an officer, apjyears from a door which com- 
immicates with an apartment wUddm 

Blanche {starting). Oh, father ! 

[During the following scene, Blanche remains, fixed as a statue, 
against the fissure in the wall, observing what is passing Mhht, 
huxttentive tc» all else, and only agitated from time to time with 
a convulsive shtidder. 


Scene 2. — Tbiboulet outside — Saltabadil— King — 
Maouelonne itiside. 

The King {sh'iking familiarly on the ehouJtd&i^, 

Two things at once — your sister and a glass I 

Trihoulet (aside). The morals of a king by grace divine, 
Who risks his life in low debaucheries, 

And doth prefer the wine that damns bis sense, 

If proffered by some tavern Hebe’s hand ! 

The King (sings). 

Changeful woman, constant never, 

He’s a fool who trusts her ever ; 
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For her love the wind doth blow, 

Like a feather, to and fro/' ^ 

[Saltabadil mUeiily to the room, returning with a bottle 
and glass, which he places on the tahle, lie t/un strikes ticice 
upon the floor with il\c handle of his long sword, and at this 
signal a gowig girl, dressed in the Cri2fsy dress , houwh quicUy 
down the stair. As she enters, the Kino tries to sisize her in 
his arms, hut stie dips away. Saltabadil recommences clcaur 
ing his heU, 

The King {to Saltabadil). 

My friend, thy buckle would be brighter fur 
Cleaned in the open air. 

Saltabadil (stdlenlp). I understand. 

[He rises, scduJtes the Kino awkwardly, opens the door and comes 
out. He sees Tkiboulet, and comes cautiously towards him. 
Blanche sees notlUng but the young Gipsy girl, who is dating 
round the Kino. 

Saliahadil {in a low voice to Triboulst). Shell he die now ? 

TrihmdeL Not yet ! — return anon. 

[Tkiboulet makes signs to him to retire. Saltabadil disappears 
behind the parapet wall. Meantime the Kino endeavours to 
caress the young Gipsy. 

Maguelorme {slipping away). No, no 1 

The King. Thou offerest too much defence. 

A truce I Gome hither ! {The girl draws nearer.) 

'Tis a week ago, 

At Triancourt*s Hotel (Ah, let me see, 

Who took me there 1 — I think 'twas Triboulet), 

There first I gazed upon that beauteous face. 

’Tis just a week, my goddess, that I loved tbee, 

And thee alone. 

Magttdonne. And twenty more besides ; 

To me a most aocomplished rake you seem. 

The King. Well, well I I own some hearts have ached for me. 
True, I'm a monster 1 

1 The reader’s attention is requested to these verses. They are made 
the moans of producing, in the Fifth Act, a most startling dramatic effect 
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Magudcame, Coxcomb ! 

Tfie Kin\r. Tia most true ! 

* But, tempter, *twa8 your beauty lured me here, 

With most adventurous patience to endure 
A dinner of the vilest ; and such wine 1 
Your brother’s hang-dog looks have soui-ed it ; 

An ugly wretch ! How dares he show his face 
So near those witching eyes and lips of bliss 1 
It matters not. I stir not hcnoe to-night. 

Maguelmne (aside). He courts tiie snare ! (To the Kino, Wio 
tries to etnhrace her,) 

Excuse me 1 

The King, Why resist 1 

Magxmlonne, l>e wise ! 

The King, Why this is wisdom, Maguclonne, 

Eat, drink, and love ; I hold exactly there 
With old King Solomon. 

Maguelmne (laughing), Ha ! ha ! I think 
Thou lov’st the tavern better than the church. 

Tlu King (st/retcJiing out his axms to catch her). Dear Maguclonne ! 
Maguelmne (runs round behind the table). To-morrow ! 

The King (seizing table with both hands). Say again 
That odious word, thy fence Til overthrow \ 

The lip of beauty ne’er should say to-morrow. 

Magudofnne (comes suddenly round and sits by the Kino). 

Well, Jet’s be friends ! * 

The King (taking her hand). Ah, what a hand is thine ! 

So soft, so taper ! — ’twere a Christian’s part. 

Without pretence to over sanctity, * 

To court thy blow, and turn his cheek for more. 

Maguclonne (pleased). You mock me. 

The King. Never ! 

Maguclonne. But I am not fair. 

The King. Unkind to me, and to thyself unjust ! 

Queen of inexorables, know’st thou not 
How tyrant love doth rule the soldier’s heart) 

“ And if bright beauty doth our suit approve, 
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Though *twere 'midst llussia’s suows, we bhize with love.’* 
Maguelonne {bursting into a Jit of laughter). Tin sure you’ve 
read that somewhere in a book. 

The King {nsith), Quito fjossiblo ! {AlowL) Come, kiss mo J 
Magvdonne, Sir, youVe drunk I 

The King, With love ! 

Magudonne, I know you do but jest with mo, 

And couch your wit against a silly girl. 

[!?7w Kino succeeds in giving her a hies^ and tries a secmd time, 
which she refuses, 

ICnough ! 

The King, 1*11 marry thee. 

Magudonne {laughing). You pledge your word. 

{The Kino dasps her round the waist, and whispers in her ear. 
Blanche, unable to hear the scene any longer, turns round, and 
totters towards her fadJicr, 

Triboulet {after contemplating her for some time in silence). 
What think'st thou now of vengeance, my poor child 1 
Blanche, Betrayed I ungrateful ! — Oh, my heart will break 1 
lie hath no soul, no pity, kindness — none I 
Kven to that girl« who loves him not, he says 
The same fond words that once he said to me. 

[Hides her head in her father^ s bosom. 

And oh, that shameless creature ! 

Triboulet. Hush ! no more I 

Knoiigh of tears, leave now revenge to me I 
Blanche. Do as thou wilt, 

TriJbouleU I thank thee. 

Blanche. Yet, alas I 

Father, 1 tremble when I read thy looks. 

What would'st thou dol 

Triboulet, I pray thee, ask me not ! 

All is prepared ! — Now to our house, my child ; 

There quick disguise thee as a cavalier, 

Mount a swift steed, and store thy purse with gold ; — 

Hie thee to Evreus, stop not on the road, 
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Aiul by to-morrow’s eve I’ll join thee there. 

I'cneatli thy mother’s portrait stands a chest — 

'i'iiou know’st it well — the dress lies rcmly there. 

'j'he iiorsG stands saddled. I>o as 1 have said, 

But come not here again ; for here shall pass 
A deed most terrible. Go now, dear Blanche I 
Blanche. You^Jl surely come with mo I 
Trihmht Impossible ! 

Blunche {aside). My heart feels sick and faint 
Trihovlet, Now, faro thee well I 
Bcmcmbcr, Blanche, do all as 1 have said I 

[Eaeit BLAKcni!:. 

[During this scene^ the Kino and MAGURrxtKKB eontinue lamjhing, 
and talking in a low voice. As soon as BXtANCUig is gonc^ 
Triboulet goes to the parapet and makes a sign for Saltabadil, 
who appears from behind the wall. Night draws on; the stage 
becomes darker, 

ScBKB 3. — Triboulet — Saltabadil outside: — Tm King— 
Maguelonne {inside the house), 

TrihoulH {counting out the gold to Saltabadil). You ask for 
twenty, — here are ten in hand. 

Art sure be stays the night I 

[He stops in the act of giving him the money, 
Saltabadil (goes to examine Ote appearance of th^ ,ni^ht). The 
storm comes on. 

In one short hour the tempest and the rain 
Shall aid my sister to detain him hero. 

Triboulet, • At midnight I return. 

Saltahculil. No need of that. 

Thank Heaven, I’ve strength enough, uuhelped, to throw 
A corpse into the Seine. 

Triboulet, That triumph’s mine. 

These hands alone shall do it. 

Saltabadil. As for that, 

Even as you please ; ’tis no affair of mine. 
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I baulk no fancies. In a sack concealed, 

Your man shall be delivered you to-liight. 

Tribovlet {givt$ him the gold), 'Tis well ! — At midnight, and the 
rest are thine. 

Saltahadil, It shall be done ! How call you this gallant ? 
Trihottlet Wouldst know his name 1 — Then hear mine own as 
well, “ 

For mine is chaetuementf and his is crirnt / \Exit Trilouhl, 


•SesNB 4 . — Saltabadil—The Kino—Maouelonne. 

[Saltabadxl, alone outside^ examinesthe appe trariceoftheAhift tchich 
is becoming gradnaUy more overcast, Jt is almost night. Ihe 
lightning flashes^ a^nd thunder is heard in the distance. 

Saltalfodil, The storm overhangs the city, — aye, that^s well. 
This place will soon be lonely as the grave. 

^Tis a strange business this, and, by my bead I 
I cannot fathom it. These people seem 
Possessed with something that 1 can’t divine. 

[He examines the shy again. During this time the King is laughing 
with Maguelonne. He endeavours to embrace her. 
Magueloime (repulsing him). My brother’s coming. 

King. Sweetest one, what then 1 
[S ALTABADiL enters, dosing the door after him. A loud peal of thunder. 
Mague/onne. Hark, how it thunders i 
^\iltahadil. Listen to the rain. 

The King. Well, let it rain ! ’tis our good pleasure here 
To stop this night. f5/a/3!?e«^SALTAEADiL on the shoulder, 

Magudonne (iaughipigathim). ’Tis your good pleasure I Well ! 
This is a king indeed 1 Your family 
May be alarmed. 

[Saltababii. makes signs to her not to prevent him. 
The King. Nor wife nor child have L 
I care for none. 

Saltabadil (aside). There’s providence in that 

[The rain falls heavily. The night becomes qxiUe dark. 
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The King. Thou, fellow, may’st go sleep, e'en where thou wilt. 
Saltahadil {lowing). Most happy, 

MagmUnine (in an earnest whisper^ while lighting the hmp). 

Get thee hence ! 

The King (laughs and speahs aloud). In such a night ! 

IM scarcely turn a poet out of doors. 

Saltahadil (aside to Maguclonne^ showing the gold). 

Let him remain. Tve ten good crowns of gold— 

As much more when 'tis done I 

(To the Kiw^.) Most proud am I 
To offer ray poor chamber for the night. 

The King. Beshrow me now, 'tis some infernal den, 

Wliere summer bakes one, and December's snows 
Freeze every vein. 

Saltahadil. I'll show it with yoiu* leave. 

The King, Lead on 1 

[Saltabadil tahes lamp; the Kino to Magufj.onnk, oaJ 
whispers something in her ear. Th u both mount the narrow 
staircase, Saltabadil precAiding the Kino. 

3fague!orMe (she looks out at tlu window). Ah, poor young man * 
How dark without. 

[The Kino and Saltabadil are seen through the window of the room above. 
Saltahadil (to the King). Here is a bed, a table, and a chair ! 
The King (measuring them). Three, six, nine feet in all. I'iiy 
furniture ’ 

Hath surely fought at Marignan, my friend, 

*Tis chopped, and cut, and hacked so wondrous small. 

[He examines the window, in which there is no glass. 
How healthy ’tis to sleep i* the open air ; 

No glass — no curtains ! sure the gentle breeze 
^Vas ne’er more courteously received than here. 

Good night, old fellow 1 

Saltabadil (descending the stairs). Heayen preserve you, sir t 
The King. In truth, I’m weary, and would sleep awhile. — 

[He places his hat and sword on the eJtair, takes off his hoots, and 
throws himsdf on the bed. 
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*Tis a sweet girl ! — tliat Maguclonne, so gay, 

So frcbli, 80 young. I trust door's unbarred. 

[lie gets up and tries the loeL 

All, *tis all right ! 

[Throws himself again upm the 6cd, and is soon fast adeep. 
('MAatTEiiONNE and Saltadadil arc sitting domi hdow. The 
tempest rages, Thwuhr^ lightyiing^ and rain incessant. Ma- 
otrKLONNE sits toUh some needlework. S altabaoii., with a nonr 
chaUxnt air, is emptying the bottle of toitie the Ejnc has left. 
Both seem lost in thought. 

Magueh)7ine {after a pause of some duration). Methinks this 
Cavalier 

Most prepossessing I 

SiilhthaxHL Faith, I think so too— 

He fills my purse with twenty crowns of gold I 
Maguelonne, How many ? 

Salfalmdil. Twenty. 

Maguelonne, Oh, he’s worth much more f 
Saltabadil. Go up, pert doll I and if his sleep be sound, 

Bring down his sword ! 

[Magubloknb obeys. The storm rages violently. At this mommt 
Blanche enters from the back of the stage^ dressed as a man^ in a 
black riding habit, boats and spurs, — She advances slouiy to the 
crevice in the wall. Meanwhile Saltabadil continues to dHxik ; and 
Maouelonnb, with a lamp in her hand, bends over the sleeping King. 

Ma^ueloTtne. He sleeps. Alas 1 poor youth. 

[SAe brings doion his sword to Saltabadii.. 


ScBNH 6 . — The King asleep in the upper room. Saltabadil and 
Maouelonnb in the room below. BiiANCHB outside. 

Btanche (walking slowly in the dark, guided by thefladxes of lightning. 
Thunder incessant). 

A deed most terrible ! Is reason fled % 

There’s something more than nature buoys me up : — 

Hven in this dreadful house he stops to-night ! 
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Oil, pardc»n, Father, pardon my rotuni — 

!My disobedience ! I could bear no more 
The agony of doubt that racked my* soul— 

I, who have lived, till now, unknowing all 
The tears and sorrows of this cruel world, 

Midst peace and flowers ! — now am hurled at oiicO 
From happy innocence to guilt and shame I 
I^vo tramples on the ruined edifice 
Of virtue's temple, that his torch has soared I 
His fires extinct — the ashes but remain : — 

He loves me not I Was that the thumlor's voice ? 

It wakes nio from mv thoughts ! Oh, fearful night ! 

Despair has nerved luy heart — iny woman's heart 
That once feared shadows 1 

(&<»<? tht Ugh/ in the upper tcindow.) 
Ah, what ie't they do? 

How my heart throbs 1 They would not slay him, sure ? 

{Noiic of ihuTui'Cr and rain.) 
Sal/ahadil {within). Heaven growls above as though 'twcrc 
married strife — 

One curses, — t' other drowns the earth with tears. 

Blanche, Oh, if my father knew his child were hero I 

Maguelowne {within). Brother I 

Blanche {startled). Who spoke ? 

Magmlmne (louder). Why, brother I 

' Saltahadil, Well, what now ? , 

Maguelome, Thou const not read my thoughts? 

Saltahadil, Not 1 1 

Maguelonne. But guess I 

Sediabadil. The fiend confound thee 1 
Maguelonne. Come 1 this fine young man— 

So tall 1 so handsome ! — who lies wrap[ied in sleep 
As thoughtless and as trusting as a child I — 

We'll spare his life I 
Blanche, Oh, heaven ! 

Saltabadil, Take thou this sack, 

And sew these broken seams* 

2d 
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Magvjclmne, What would you do 1 

SaltabadiL E’en place therein thy handsome^ tall gallant, 
When my keen blade hath de^lt with him above^ 

A nd sink his carcase, garnished with yon stone, 

Deep in the river’s bed, 

Magjielonne, But — 

SaltabadiL Silence, girl 1 

Urge me no more. 

A[ ^gvefmne, Y et — 

Sal/abadiL Wilt thou hold thy peace 1 

Wert thou consulted, no one would be slain. 

On with thy work. 

Blanche, What dreadful pair are these t 

Is it on hell I gazet 

Maj^ielonne, Well, I obey : 

But you must bear me. 

Sal/abadiL Umph ! 

Maguclanne, You do not hate 

This gentleman. 

Salfabadil, Not I. I love the man 

That bears a sword. ’Tis by the sword I live. 

Maguelcfme, Why stab a handsome youth, to please, forsooth, 
An ugly hunchback, crooked as an S ! 

Sal/ahadil, Hark yo awhile, the simple case I’ll state. 

A hunchback gives, to slay a haudsome man — 

I care not whom, — ten golden crowns in hand, 

And ten besides, whene’er the deed is done. 

Of course — he dies 1 

Marianne, Why not tho old man slay 

When ho returns to pay thee o’er the gold ? 

’Twero all the same. 

Blanche. My father ! 

SaUahadil {with indignation). Hark ye now 

ril hear no more of this. Am 1 a thief, — 

A bandit, out-throat, cheat 1 Would’st have me rob 
The client who employs and pays my sword 9 

Maguehmne. Couldst thou not place this log within the sack t 
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The night’s so dark, the cheat ho could not tell. 

Scdtahadil. Ha ! ha I Thy trick wpuld scarce deceive the blind. 
There’s s<Mncthing in the clammy touch of death 
That baffles imitation. 

Magnelonne. Spare his life 1 

SaUahadil. I say — he dies ! 

Maguelonne. I’ll scare him from his sleep ; 

Save and protect him hence. 

Blanche. (3ood, generous girl ! 

Salfahadil. My twenty crowns ! 

Magudonne. 'Tis true ! 

Snttahadil. Hear rt^ason, then* 

Ho must not live. 

Magudonne. I say he shall not die ! 

places herself in a determined aUitude at the foot of the stairs; 
SAJ/rxnxDiLf fearing tomilce the Kivo, stops in his purimcy 
apparently thinking how to compromise, tJte affair. 

SaUahadil. Hear me ; — At midnight comes my patron back ; 

If any stranger chance to pass this way, 

And claim our shelter, ere the bell shall toll, 

I'll strike him dead, — and ofler, in exchange, 

His mangled body for thy puppet yonder. 

So that the corse he throws into the Seine, 

He cannot guess the change. But this is all 
Tiiat I can do for thea 
Magudonne. Gramercy, brother,— 

In the Bend’s name, who’er can pass this way ? 

SaUahadil. Nought else can save his life ! 

Magudonne. At such an hour ! 

Blanche. Oh God ! thou temptest me 1 Thou bid’st me die 
To save a perjured life I Oh, spare me yet 1 
I am too young. Urge me not thus, my heart ! 

[Thunder roL 

Oh, agony I Should I go call the gpsard t 
No, all is silence ! darkness reigns around : — 

Besides, these demons would denounce my father ; 

Dear father, I should live to thank thy love, — 
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To cherish and support thy failing years. 

Only sixteen I — Tis hard to die so young ; — 

To feel the keen, sharp dagger at my heart ! 

Ah me ! how cold the plashing rain comes down ! 

My bruin seems fire — but my limbs are ice ! . 

[A clock in the distance strikes one quarter, 
SatfahadiL 'Tis time ! [The clock strikes two more quarters. 
Three-quarters past eleven now ! 
llcar’st Ihou no footsteps ? Ere the midniglit hour, 

It must he clone. [He puts his foot on the first stair, 

Ma^i^ndonne (bursts into iea7's). Oh, brother, wait awhile I 
Blanche, This woman weeps, yet I refuse to save. 

He l«>vos me not I Have I not x>rayed for death ? 

That death \vould save him, but my heart recoils. 

Baltabadil (attempting to q^ass Maoublonne). * 
ril wait no longer. 

Blanche, If he’d strike me dead 

With one sharp sudden blow 1 not gash my face, 

Or mangle me. How chilling falls the rain I 
Oh, it is horrible to die so cold. 

[Saltabadil again attempts to pass Maouelo.vne. ' Blancrr 
gradually drags herself round to the door^ awef gives a feeble 
knock, 

Magnelonne, A knock. 

SaltahadiL Tis but the wind. 

Maguelmne (Blanche knocks again). 

Again ! — a knock 1 

[She runs to tAe window, opens it, and looks out, 
Saltahadil (aside), ’Tis passing strange ! 

Magwslanne, Who’s there ? 

(Aside to Saltabadil.) A traveller! 

Blanche (faintly), A night’s repose 1 
,SaliabadiL (aside), A sound eternal sleep I 

Maguelonne (aside). Aye, a long night indeed 1 
Blanche, Haste ! haste 1 — 1 faint ! 

Saltahadil, Give me the knife ! 

Maguelonna Poor wretch ! his hand hatii struck 
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Upon the portal of hid tomb ! 

{AmU to Saltabadil.) Be quick I 
SaltahadiL Behind the door, TU strike him as ho comes. 
Magnelonne (opening the door to Blanche). Come in ! 

Blanvhe {shouldering), I dare not ! 

Maguelonne {half dragging her in), *Tis too late for that ! 

\Ae she parses the tfiresholcl^ S aw amadm, sfrihs, 
\The Curtain fidh\ 


ACT V.-TRIBOULET. 

Scene 1. — The stage repments the same scene as the Fourth Act; but 
the house ^/Saltabadil is completely closed. There is no light 
within. All is darkness, 

[Triboulbt comes slowly from the back of the stagCy enveloped in 
his mantle. The storm has somewhat diminished in viO‘ 
lence. The rain has ceased; but there are occasional flashes 
of lightnings and distant thunder is heard, 

Triboitiet, Now is the triumph mine! The blow is stnick 
That ijays a lingering month of agony. 

'Midst sneers and ribald jests, the poor Buffoon 
Shed tears of blood beneath his mask of smiles. 

[Examines the door of the house. 
This is the door — oh, vengeance exquisite I — 

Thro’ which the corse of him I hate shall pass. . 

The hour has not yet tolled ; yet am I here 

To gaze upon thy tomb ! Mysterious night I \Thundcr. 

In heaven a tempest ; murder upon earth I 
Now am I great indeed. My just revenge 
Joins with the wrath of God, Pve slain the King ! 

And such a king I — upon whose breath depends 
Tlie thrones of twenty monarchs ; and whose voice 
Declares to trembling millions, peace or war ! 

He wields the destinies of half mankind, 

And falling thus, the world shall sink with him. 
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Tis I that strike this mighty Atlas down i 
Through me, all Europe shall his loss bewail 
Affrighted earth, e’en from its utmost bounds, 

Shall shriek ! Thy arm hath done this, Triboulet. 

Triumph, Buffoon ! — exult thee in thy pride; 

A fours revenge the globe itself doth slmkc ! 

[The storm continues* A distant clock stnhes twelve* 
The hour ! [lie runs to the door^ and knocks loudly. 

Voice (from within). Who knocks ? 

Trihmiht T’is I ! admit rue ! haste 1 

Voice (within). All's w^ell ; but enter not I 

[The lower half of the door U opened, and Saltabadil crawh 
out, dragging after, him an ohlong^shai^d num^ mired y 
dieiinguidiaLlt in the darkness of the night. 

Scene 2.— 'I riboulet — Saltabadil. 

Saltahadil. How dull a load. 

liCnd me your aid awhile ; within this sack 
Your man lies dead ! 

Trihoulet I’ll look u|)on his face. 

Bring me a torch ! 

Saltabadil. By all the saints, not I. 

Triboulti. What, oanat thou stab, yet fear to look on death ? 
Saltabadil* The guard I fear ! — the archers of the night ; 
You'll have no light from me. My task is clone. 

The gold! 

[Triboulet gives it to him, then turns to gaze on the dead body. 
Tribouht* Tis there ! so hatred hath its joys! 

Saltabadil. Shall not I help you to the river’s side 1 
Trihotdei* Alone I’ll do it. 

SaltabadiL Lighter ’twere for both. 

Trifiovlet. Tis a sweet load ; to me *tis light indeed I 
Saltabadil. Well, as you will ; but cast it not from hence. 

\Fointing to another part of the irnll. 
The stream runs deepest there. Be quick. Good-night. 

[He re-enters the house, dosing the door after him* 
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Scene 3, — Tbibculet Ku eyes fixed on the body, * 

Trihotdet. There lies he ! dead !* Would T could see him now. 

[Ue examines the sark 

It matters not, ’tis he ! — bis spurs peep forth. 

Yes ! yes ! *tis he * 

[He rises vp and places his foot on (he body. 

Now, giddy world, look on I 
Here, see the Jester ! There, the King of Kings, 

Monarch o*er all, unrivalled, Lord supreme ! 

Beneath my feet I spurn him as he lies. 

The Seine his sepulchre, this sack his shroud. 

Who hath done thist 'Tis I — and I alone, 

Stupendous victory ! When morning dawns 
The slavish throng will scarce believe the tale, 

But future ages, nations yet unborn, 

, Shall own, and shudder at, the mighty deed. 

What, Francis of Valois, thou soul of fire, 

Groat Charles’s greater rival, King of Franco, 

And God of battles I at whose conquering step 
The very battlements have quaked for fear 
Hero of Marignan, whose arm o’erthrew 
Legions of soldiers, scattered like the dust 
Before the impetuous wind ! whose actions beamed 
Like stars o'ershining all the universe, 

Art thou no morel — unshrived, unwept, unknown, 

Struck down at once ! In all thy power and pride, 

From all thy pomps, thy vanities, thy lusts, 

Dragged off and bidden like a babe malformed ; 

Dissolved, extinguished, melted into air; 

Appeared and vanished like the lightning’s flash. 

Perhaps to-morrow, — ^haggard ! trembling ! pale I * 

And prodigal of gold — thro’ every street 
Criers shall shout, to wond’ring passers by, 

Francis the First — ^Francis the First is lost I 
Tis strange! 


{After a short silence,) 
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But thou, my poor lou^^-sulferiu" chihl, 

Thou hast thy vengeance. What a thirst was mine 

That craved for blood ! Gold ;}ave the draught ! 'Tis quenchM ! 

[lit hmh over ikt body in a fit of unyoveimahh ruyf. 
Perfidious monster ! Oh, that thou couMst hear! 

My child, more precious than a monarch’s crown, 

My child, who never injured aught that breathed, 

You foully robbed mo of, and gave her back 
Disgraced and shamed ; but now the triumph’s mine. 

With well dis'icinbled art I lured thee on, 

And bade thy caution sleep, as if the woe 
'rhat breaks a father’s heart could e cr forgive I 
Twas a hard strife, the weak against the strong : 

The weak hath conquered ! He who kissed thy foot 
Hath gnawed thy hoartstringa. Dost thou hoar me now, 

Thou King of Gentlemen] The wretched slave. 

The F ool, Bufiboii, scarce worth the name of man- 
lie whom thou callcdst dog — now gives the blow I 

, [lie strikes thx^ deml body, 

Tis vengeance speaks, and at its voice the soul, • 

How base soo’er, bursts from its thralling sleep. 

The vilest are ennobled, changed, transformed : 

Then from its scabbard, like a glittering sword, 

The poor oppressed one draws his hatred forth. 

The stealthy oat’s a tiger, and the Fool 
Bconmes the executioner of kings. 

Would ho could feel how bitterly I hate ! 

But ’tie enough. Go seek thou in the Seine 
Some loyal current that against the stream 
May bear thy mangled corse to Saint Denis, 

Accursed Fraucisi ! 

[lie takes the sack by one emly and dra^s it to the edge of the 
wall : as he is about to place it on the parapet^ MAorELoyNB 
wmes out^ looks round anxiously^ and returns tcitk the 
Kino, to whom she makes signs that he may now escape 
unseen. 
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[Ai the moment that TiuBouijrr is aitoui to throw the bosiy into 
the Seine, the Kino leaves the sia^e in the o/'/osite dine- 
tion, sin^ng carelessly. 

The King, “ Changeful woman / — constant never / 

Hds a fool that trusts her ever I ” 

Triboulft (dropping the body on the stage). Huh ! what voice was 
that ] 

Souio spectre of the night is mocking me t 

[//e turns rounds and listens in a state of great Oftitatum. The 
voice of the Kino is again heard in the distance. 

The King. “ For her love the wind doth blow 
Like a feather to and frol* 

Trihovlet, Now, by the curse of Hell ! This is not ho I 
*Sorao one hath saved him I — robbed mo of my prey !— 

Betrayed ! betrayed ! 

[/tuns to the house^ hut only the upper window is open. 
Assassins 1 — 'Tis too high I 
What hapless victim has supplied his place — 

What guiltless life 1 — I shudder I (Feels the body,) 

^ *Ti8 a coqiso 1 

But, who hath perished 1 ’Tis in vain to seek, 

From til is abode of hell — a torch to break 
Tlie pitchy darkness of this fearful night ! 
ril wait tho lightning’s glare 1 

[He waits some moments, his eyes fixed on the halfiopened sack, 
from which he has partly drawn forth the body of 
Blanche. 


Scene 4. — Triboulbt— Blanche. 

A fiash of lightning / TBlBOULEr starts up with a f renzied scream, 

Triboulet. Ob, God ! Hy child ! 

Hah, what is this t My hands are wet with blond — 

My daughter ! Ob, my brain ! — Some hideous dream 
Hath seized my senses 1 Tis impossible 1 
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litit now she left me ! Heaven be kind to me ! 

'Tis but a maddening vi8iou--’tis not she I 

[Another of Hghtmn^j, 
It is my child — my daughter ! Dearest Blunchc ! 

These bends have murdered thee I Oh, g{3eak, my child I 
Sf>eak to thy father ! Is there none to help ? 

Speak to me, Ittauche f My child I My child f Oh, (JoJ I 

[lit i>inh» dotm 

Bhtnf'he hut rallying at the cries of her father — In 

a faint voice ) — 

Who culls on me 1 

Tvlhovlet {in an eestasy of joy). She speaks ’ She grasps my 
hand ! 

Her heart heats yet 1 AIbgraoious Heaven, she lives ! 

Blanche. 

raises herself to a sitting position. Her coat has been 
taken offj her shirt is covered mth Uood^ her hair hangs 
loose; the rest of her body is concealed. 

Whore am 11 

Trihoulei. Dearest, sole delight on eaitb, 

Hcar’st thou my voice 1 Thou knowost me now 1 
B/anche. My father ! 

Triboulct Who hath done this! What dreadful mystery I 
1 dare not touch, lest I should pain thee, Blanche. 

I cannot see, but gently guide my hand. 

Where art thou hurt 1 

Blanche {gasping for breath). The knife — has reached — my 
heart. 

T felt — it pierce me, 

Trihoulet. Who has struck the blow 1 

Bbmetu. The fault’s mine own, for I deceived thee, father 1 
I loved too well ! And ’tis for him — I die. 

Trihoulei. Oh, retribution dire t — the dark revenge 
I plotted lor another folk on me ! 

But how 1 — ^what hand 1— Blanche, if thou can’st, explain t 
Blanche. Oh, ask me not to speak I 
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Jrilonht {covering her with hisses). Forgive me, 

Blanche ! 

And vet to lose thee thus ! 

DUinche. I cannot breatlie 1 

Turn me this way ! — Some air I 

Trilmhi. Blanche, Blanche I my child ! 

Oh, do not die ! (STsms rowtui in despair.) 

Help, bclp Will no one cuinc t 
Will no one help my child ) The ferry bell 
Hungs close against the walh An instant now 
ril leave thee, htit to call assistance here, 

And bring thee water. 

[Blanche makes signs that it is uselm. 
Yet I must have aid. 

(Shouts for help*) 

What, ho ! — Oh, live to bless your father^s heart I 
My cliild, rny treasure, all that I possess 
Is thee, my Blanche ! — 1 t;annot part with theo I 
Oh, do not die I 

Blanche (in the agony of death). Help, father !— 

Raise tne up 1 
Give me some air I 

TrilfOiUet. My arm hath pressed on thee. 

1 am too rough. I think 'tis better now. 

Thou host more ease, dear Blanche I — For mercy’s sake, 

Try but to breathe till some one pass this way * 

To bring thee succour. — Help ! Oh, help my child ! 

Blanche (with difietd/y). Forgive him, father ! 

[iSfAtf dies. Her head falls hack on his skouldrr. 
Trihoulet (in an agony). Blanche !— She’s dying I Help I 

[He runs to the ferry-helL and rings it furiously* 
Watch ! murder I help ! [He returns to BlaN‘.;hk. 

Ob, speak to me again. 

One word — one, only one. In mercy speak ! 

. [Essaying to lift her up. 

Why wilt thou lie so heavily, my child 1 
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Only sixteen !— so young ! Thou art not dead. 

Thou would’st not leave me thus. Shall thy sweet voice 
No’or bless thy father morel Oh^ God of Heaven ! 

Why should this be ? Flow cruel *twas to give 
So sweet a blessing. Yet forbear to take 
Ili-r soul away ere all its worth I knew. 

Why didst thou lot mo count my treasure o’er t 
\Vould*st thou had died 'lb infant ! aye, before 
Thy mother 8 arms had clasped thee ! or that day 
(W'hon quite a child) thy playmates wounded theo> 

1 could have borne the loss. But, oh, not now, 

My child ! my child ! 

[A nnmbtr of people, alarmed hy the ringing of iJie hell, noio 
cftine in, being preseni during the latter pari of the fore- 
going speech. 

A Woman. His sorrow rings my heart ! 

TrihouUt. So ye are come at last 1 — indeed, ’twas lime ! 

[rimiia^ to a Waggomr, and seizing him hy the arm. 
Host thou a horse, my friend 1 — a loaded wain 1 
Wiii^oner. I have — (aside) How fierce his grasp ! 

Tribuuht. Then take mj^head, 

And crush it ’ncath thy wheels ! — my Blanche I my child ! 

Ano/'/ur man. This is some murder ! Grief has turned his brain : 
Better to part them. [They drag Triboultt away 

Trihovltt. Never I — ^here Til stay. 

I love to look upon her, though she’s dead. 

I never wronged ye — why then treat me thus 1 
I know ye not. Good people, pity me ! (To the Woman.) 

Madam, you w-eej)— you’re kind. In mercy beg 
They drag me not from hence. 

[TTte tcoinan intercedes; they let him come back to the body of 
Blanche. He runs icildly to it, and /nils on his knees. 

Upon thy knees — 

Upon thy knees, thou wretch, and die with her ! 

The Woman. Be calm — be comforted. If thus yon rave 
You must be parted ! 

TribouM (wild with grief). No ! no 1 no ! 
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Wx zcshcr in hU arm^, and rnddeid}/ dops in hin gruf-^his scum 
are ttidenUy wandering, 

• I think 

Sho hrcAthes again. She wants a father’s care ! 

Go Bom.? one to the town, and seek for aid : 

Fll liold her in ray arms. — I’m quiet now. 

[lie takes her in his arms, and hdds her as a mother woitld an in- 
fant 

No 1 she’s not dead, God will not have it so, 

Ho knows that slie is all I lov’d on earth. 

The [^.oor deformed one was despised by all, 

Avoided, hated. None were kind to him. 
lint she ! she loved me, my delight, jny joy : 

AVltcii others spumed, she loved and wept with me. 

So beautiful, yet dead I Your kerchief, pray, 

To spioolho her forehead. See, her lip’s still rod. 

Oh, h.ad you seen her, as 1 see her .«itiil, 

But two years old ; her ptetty hair was then 
As fair as gold ! [Presses her to his heart, 

^ Alas 1 most foully wronged, 

My Blanche, my happiness, my darling child I 
When but au infant, oft Tvo held her thus ; 

She slept upon my bosom just as now — 

And when she woke, her laughing eyes met mine, 

And smiled upon me with an angel's smile. 

She never thought me hideous, vile, deformed. 

Poor girl 1 she loved her father. Now she sleeps ! 

Indeed, 1 know not what I feared before — 

Shell soon asraken I Wait awhile, I pray, 

Youll see her eyes will open ! Frieuds ! you hear 
I reason calmly. Pm quite tranquil now \ 

I’ll do whate’er you will, aud injure none, 

So that you let me look upon my child. 

[lie gazes upon her face* 
How smooth her brow, no early sorrows there 
Have marked the fair entablature of youth. 
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{Star liny.) Ha ! I have armed her little hand in mine. 

{To ifi>e people.) Fed how the pulse returns ! 

{Enter a Surgeon.) 

The Woman {to Trif*otilH), The Surgeon's here. 

Trih(njd.et Look, Sir, examine, I’ll oppose in nought. 

SIjo has but fainted, is’t not so? 

Sw'f/fon {after fMing her pulse ^ gags eoUUg). She's dead ! 

[TrihmUl up conmhivrhj; the Sur^eot^ goes on examininj 

the wound. 

Tlie wouiurs in her left side. Tis v< ry deep, 
lllood must have flowed upon the lungs. She died 
Hy suflbcatidii. 

TrihuuU't {with a scream of ugf/ng). I have slain my child ! 

[He /alia aenseUaa on the givnud, 

FasDRiiiciv L Si.<»cs. 
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